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THE SONG IN MY HEART 

*M a troubadour twanging a lute 

*Long the highways and byways of life; 
I possess no mad diirst for the bruit 
Of the city — its traffic and strife. 
Fm aD unacquainted with wealdi. 

And the beauties and virtues of art; 
But Fm blessed with the riches of health — 
And the wealth of a song in my heart 

Thouf^ the blue sky above is my roof, 

71iere*s the brown earth beneath for my bed ; 
Though Fm hungry tonij^t — *tis but proof 

That tomorrow FU relish my bread. 
Fm a vender of vagabond verse 

Qyite worthless — in whole or in part; 
And with never a coin in my purse — 

But the worth of a song in my heart 

My feet press the dew-sprinkled grass 
Of die hedge-bordered byways, at mom; 

*Long die highroad at midday, I pass — 
Green-waOed by the tasseling com. 
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Vm a troubadour, cardess and gay, 
A mere stroDer from mart unto mart; 

And the toO tfiat I promise or pay — 
Is a bit of the song m my heart 



I have neither craving nor care 

For a strenuous Kfe and its ills; 
L^ the weather be kindly and fair, 

The desire of my soul it fulfills. 
Should the promise of bloomage seemvain. 

And the sweeU of fruition prove tart, 
Ive a sovereign balm for aD pain — 

In the solacing song in my hearti 
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STAYIN' NIGHTS WITH GRAN'MA 

MY GRAN*MA lives on Badger Crick— right by the ol* sawmill 
Jest where the road from Dorsey Town comes squirmin* down 
thehOL 
She has the cutest Utde house — with rag rugs on die floor, 
An* gourd vines dimbin up outside, an* posies round die door; 
An* *en she has a cow an* pig, an* chickens — an* enou{^ 
O* hops, an* com, an* garden truck, an* fruit an* aD such stuff 
To start a county fair; an* take the prenuum, too — fay jingsl 
Sayl gran*ma she*s the candy, when it comes to raidn* things. 

An* — goOee/ — she lives aD alone, an* never cares a mite; 

But you jest bet tfiat / do, w*en I stay with her at nij^tl 

It*8 aD right to have lots to eat, an* lots o* fun — aD day; 

But w*en the sun dr(^ *hind the hiDs, an* daylight*s tumin* gray, 

I set out on tfiat ol* stone stq) an* look off down the crick. 

An* wish an* wish, tfiat I was home — tiD Fm jest ntarly sickl 

I guess of aD the things tfiat kinks a f dler up *bout right. 

The worst is bein* lonesome — w*en youre *way from home at nig^ 

Fm aD right while the sunshine lasts. But w*en the whq)poorwin 
Begins to mourn an* whimper in die woods back on the hiD — 
An* w*en the moon comes peepin up, a-showin* round an* red. 
An* some ol* doggone dog*s a-howUn* *cause somdbody*s dead; 
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I set out on diat ol* stone step an* scrooch iq> m a knot» 

An* listen to diem homesick soundb — tiD all die blood Fve got 

Jest sloshes up an* down n^ back, a-freezin* out o* sight 

Say I it*s awful to be lonescHne — ^w*en you*re Vay from home at 



Nen gran*ma she comes out an* says: **What makes you keq> 

so still? 
That whippoorwill sounds purty, singin* iq> there on the hilL** 
But — jinksl — I fetch a shiver, an* I jest set diere an* squirm 
Tin my backbone*s as Idnky as a wrig^* fishin* womL 
An* *en a frog lets out a croak; an* *en an ol* cowbdl 
Goes tinkle-tankle up the crick — jest like a funerl kndl; 
An* Tm all tied iq> in a lump — an* knotted good an* tig^t 
GoshI it*83cai3/to be lonesome, w*en you*re*way from home at nig^tl 



But gran*ma she*s the puddin*, w*en it comes to knowin* bc^ — 
An* understands tfiat they ain*t stuck on no blame lonesome ndse; 
An* so she says: ''Youre homenck, Jackl Jest you come in die 

house; 
1*11 fix an* tuck you iq> in bed, as snug as any mouse/* 
An* *en she smiles, an* takes me by the arm an* leads me in; 
An* I feel kind o* better — an* can muster iq> a grin. 
An* in the momin*, w*en the 8un*s a-shining* good an* bright — 
I laugh at bcin* lonesome w*en Tm *way from home at ni|^I 
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AN OL'.TIME VOLENTINE. 

T*S nodiin* to boast of n r what you *ld caH 

Nowadays, much of a volentine ; 
But sweeter *n honey an* Utter as gaD 

*Re the mem*ries it brings to this heart o* 
Crunqpled an* creased is the tear-blotted page; 

Kind of a musty an* mildewed smdl 
Lingers about it — the essence of age 

Strivin* the record o* years to tdL 

Up m one comer — aD splattered with bloodi — 
Cuddles a trudovers* heart-an*-hand. 

Woven so close that the fiery flood 
O* war never ruptured the britde band. 

There underneath it some writin' I view — 
Spealdn* as oviy such brief words can! — 

Dated on volentine day, *six^-two: 
" Thb b my answer — to Bob — from Nan. " 

That*s what I sent to my truelover boy 

BattHn* away f er his native land ; 
Wrote him a message o* hope an' joy — 

Sent him a volentine heart-an*-hand. 
Ah! but his purty blue eyes flashed bright — 

So they *ave told me; an* sad months through 
He kept it concealed from his comrades* sight — 

Buttoned away m his blouse o* blue. 
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Kept it an* chanshed it two long years, 

Carried it with him through marches an* fi^^ts; 
Baptized it with kisses an* bathed it in tears — 

Hiought of it days an* dreamed of it nights. 
Hien, when the struggle was almost done 

An* the people was liftin* the*r hands to bless — 
Jest when the victory was nearly won. 

He give iq> his Hf e in the Wilderness. 

Hiere in the bullet-ploughed thicket o* death. 
Heaped with the shot-mangled Blue an* Gray, 

He muttered my name with his latest breath ; 
Then, by the faint, feeble glimmer o* day. 

Scribbled these words on my volentine — 
Last loyal thought of a dyin* man. 

Wrote in a zigzag an* tremulous line: 
'' This is my farewell — from Bob — to Nan " 

Years *ave gone by, but I keq> it today 

*Long with his pocketbook, badge an* rings; 
All of *em sacredly treasured away. 

Bitter an* sweet *re the mem*ries it brings! 
Fettered an* bound by a truelovers* band. 

Hearts may grow old, but they still beat true. 
Only a volotine heart-an*-hand — 

A time-ydlowed hand an* a heart o* bluel 
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MY UTTLE QUEEN OF HEARTS. 



M 



Y Ettle queen of hearts is she — 
The lovefiest of lasses I 

The ro^ hours. 

The dewy flowVs, 
Smile on her as she passes. 
I would dial I were keen of wit 
And skilled in Cufud^s arts, 

To rapture her 

And capture her — 
My Kttle queen of hearts I 

My little queen of hearts — ah, me I 
An through the summer weadier. 

In shade and sheen 

My Utde queen 
And I romped on togedier. 
Her saucy mouth was Ciq»d*s bow. 
Her eyes were Cupid*s darts; 

In cunning |^ee 

She wounded me — 
My Ktde queen of hearts! 
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My Iitde queen of hearts is she — 
And yet I bow in sorrow; 

Tm forced — ^forsooth! — 

To tell the truth: 
She*s three years old tomorrow I 
And here's the sdfish reason why 
My bliss some bane imparts: 

I fear tfiat she 

May sometime be — 
Another's queen of hearts! 
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HE WAS MY FRIEND. 
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IS piesence Kngers still about the loom. 
His (ootstqM echo yet upon the floor; 

His cheeiy smile stiD bric^tens aD the glo 

Theu{^ he has hurried out and shut the door; 

And biding here today I fed and know. 
Whatever way his fading f oo4>rints trend, 

A little liqpse of time — and I shall go. 
He was my friend! 

He sofdy hurried out and shut the door — 
And aD my soul with bitter anguish shodc; 

I strive to pierce the darkness, o*er and o*er — 
*Tis not for me to know the course he tookl 

Yet, lading here in grief, I can but know 

That blue and kindly skies above him bend-~ 

And whithor he has journeyed I shall go. 
He was my friendl 

A litde liqpse of time — and then, and then 

The outer door again shall opca wide; 
And I shall leave the busy haunts of men. 

To overtake him — journey at his side. 
And biding here alone I can but pray: 

''Whatever fate it pleases God to send. 
Oh, let me clasp his hand again some day!** 
He — was — my—fikndt 
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THE CACKLE OF THE DOMINICKER HEN. 



s 



OME streaks o* ydler sunshine an* the bees a-buzzin* round. 
An* here an* there a danddfn a-peepin* from the ground ; 
The johnny-junq>-!q>s smilUn* from die shelter of the sod — 
A-liftin* up the*r faces f er die kiss o* nature*s God ; 
The pussy-wiUers buddin* *long the border of die brook. 
An* Uverwort a-bloomin* in die woodland's mossy nook; 
The sparrowgrass a-sproutin* *long die garden fence — it*s then 
I like to hear the cackle of die Dominicker hen. 

I like to set out on die porch — dressed in my woridn* clo*es — 
An* tilt my chair ag*inst die waD, an* sun mysdf an* doze; 
I Uke to hear die cattird's squawk, the sparrow*s cheerful cheq>, 
An* see die fat ol* shepherd dog curied up an* fast asleq>. 
Seems Uke my poor ol* heart thaws out Uke medder land, in ^ring. 
An* blooms an* blossoms — praisin* God fer Ufe in ev*rything. 
There's odier times o* year, of course, but none as good as when — 
The sunshine starts the cackle of die Dominicker hen. 

All throu(^ die blust*ry winter mondis that hen sets mopin* round 
Upon die roost — an* hardly puts a foot upon die grouml; 
But when die UueUrd comes along, she gits on speakin* terms 
With all the other chickens — an* with all the bugs an* worms. 
It*s dien she fluffs her feadiers, hunts a nest up in die hay. 
An* struts around an* lays it fuQ o* eggs fer Easter day; 
It*s dien die world*s a-wakin* from its slumber — an* it*s then 
1 Uke to hear the cackle of the Dominicker hen. 
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THE CANE THAT MY GRANDFATHER 
CARRIED. 



I 



T stands in the comer, a rdic of him 

Who widi just men made perfect is sleqping; 
And my lashes are wet and my eyesight is dim 

As I gaze on die staff in my keq)ing. 
*lls hickoiy, heavy and knotted and crooked — 

He cut it the day he was married ; 
And I fancy it looks as it always has looked — 

The cane that my grandfadier carried. 

In his walks, in his travds — whenever he budged. 

In sunshine, in rain, or in bluster. 
He toted it v^ him wherever he trudged — 

To froUc, dection or muster. 
He swung it and talked in a positive way. 

He argued — he thrusted and parried ; 
And his gavd to emphasize what he mi^^t say — 

Was die cane that die old codger carried. 

His knot^ <AA hand fit die knotty old cane 
As a ^ove fits die fingers of beauty; 

His win was as firm as its fiber — as plain 
As its crook was his notion of duty. 
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At meedng he joined in die nnging» and dien — 
His rdi{^ou8 convictions ne*er vaiiedl — 

When die minister shouted, he thundered ''AmenI** 
And diumped widi die cane diat he carried. 

In the sunset of life — at the sunset of day» 

As he sat where die shadows were falling. 
With his chin on his cane and his thoughts far away. 

In die land where loved voices were calling, 
Tlie angd of death came and beckoned to him. 

He responded — nor faltered nor tarried ; 
But in haste to be otf with die messenger grim — 

He forgot the old cane Ae had carried I 




" The ruin of the gray old Sauier Mill," 
Poem -THE GRAY OLD SAUTER MILL. 
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THE GRAY OLD SAUTER MILL 



DOWN die sleepy, tun-baked vaDqr wmds die cool and dent 
stream. 
Overhung by drooping willows; on its banks 
March the gieen<Iad tassded soldiers of die Corn King, and ag^eam 

Stalks the Sunflow*r — color-bearer in die ranks. 
Where the great dms cast dieir shadows o*erthe broken dam of stone, 

And the country road oxnes sprawling down the hiD, 
Crumbling *neadi the crud touch of time — abandoned and alone — 
Stands the rum of die gray old Sauter milL 

Throu^ each yawning rent and crevice, dirou^ die sagging doorway 
wide, 

Sirdls the idle breeze or sweeps the summer blast; 
From die dusty, cobwebbed windows — gaunt of mie& and Ueary- 
cyed, 

Peqps the ^irit of die dead and buried past 
And die whirring burrs are silent — lost their harsh and strident song; 

And the miD-whed idty dabbles in the stream. 
While the murmur of the water, as it sofdy lips along, 

b the babble of a long-forgotten dream. 

In the olden, golden summers of the happy years of yore^ 

Ey*ry creaking cart diat lumbered down the hiD 
Was a laden bark of oHnmerce, from sc»ne distant, unknown shore. 

Bringing treasure to die gray oM Sauter miD; 



42 



SONGS PROM THS HBART OP THINGS. 



And the barefoot urchin lolEng o*er die foie-l>ay*8 mossy bnm. 
Fished — and wished for nothmg better than to know 

That his soul was steq>ed in sunshine^ as die fishes were aswim 
In the shifting liquid shadows far bdow. 

Pipe in xnoudi, rotund and joDy, stood the miDer at the door — 

Qad in baggy breeks and Mouse of flouiy-white — 
Smiling wdcome to die bullion pouring in upon the floor, 

Doling out die minted coin from mom till night 
But die youngster at die for&-bay dreamed no dream of sordid gain — 

What to him were worldly riches, when die cool 
Limpid water hdd his treasurel Better far than golden grain 

Were the sunfish in die bottom of die pool 

Gone is pursy Peter Sauter — gone his fat and precious hoard; 

Dry and weed-grown are die for&-bay and the race; 
Gone die creaking carts and wagons — and die shallow, rodiy ford 

Mirrors not die barefoot urchin*s freckled face. 
With his pack and statf he wandered up die steep cart-gulHed track 

Leading from die quiet valley, o*er die hill; 
And die birds and bees are lonesome, for he nevermore came back 

To his Inrdiplace near the gray old Sauter milll 
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DADDY'S LADDIE. 



J 



UST a bonny Uue-^ed boy — 
Mercy what a datterl — 

Full of (roUc, fun and joy — 
Listen to his chatterl 

He*s a brown-haired, impish, bold» 
Lus^Utde laddie; 

Fm his whiskered, wrinkled, old. 
Grave and gray-haired daddy. 

But our hearts are fuD of glee — 

I love him and he loves me. 
Yes, dadd^ loves his laddie — 
And laddie loves his daddy I 



He has blight and dancing eyes — 

Who could hdip but love him I — 
Like twin stars in midnight skies 

Bending far above him. 
Two smaD hands has he to throw 

A web of love around me — 
How die rascal lau(^ to know 

The cords have 6f^aJfy bound mel 
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But we race and romp away 

AD die sunny summer day. 
For laddie loves his daddy — 
And daddy loves his laddie! 

Two red lips has he to loss; 

Their nectar is the leaven 
That woiks within die soul a bGss 

That gives a taste of heaven. 
And whether good or whedier bad, 

I hold him and caress him. 
And pray that God may guide the lad — 

And ever keq> and Uess him! 
Then I dry my needless tears, 
Cast aside my groundless fears. 

Oh, daddy loves his laddie — 

And laddie loves his daddy! 



Tilt': m: 
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" Tht fact of her who k^eps my dwelling-plact" 
Poem -TO HER WHO KEEPS MY DWELLING-PLACE. 
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TO HER WHO KEEPS MY 'DWELUNG-PLACE 



I 



CARE not if die hour be dawn 
Or daylight's dose, or whdher 
The sun shine bright 
From mom till ni^t» 
In cloudless harvest weadier; 

One gleam of sunshine from die face 
Of her who keeps my dwelling-place» 
Is more than aD togedierl 

What matter if die cold gray clouds 
Of winter — yea, what matterl — 

l^peed far and fast 

Before die blast, 
And fleecy snowflakes scatter I 

One hajid-^Jasp of her heart-warm hand 

Will mdt the snow-drifts from die land- 
And bring the blu^ird*s chatter I 

And thou(^ each fleeting season bring 
Its measured mead of sorrow, 

I drink the wbe 

Of love divine, 
And look to her and borrow 

A ray of sunshme from die skies 

That Ke withm her honest eyes — 
And bless the coming morrowl 



46 



SONGS PROM THB HSART OP THINGS. 



MEN AND MAIDS. 

THE silver moon, encircling aD the gloomy rounds of q>ace, 
Reflects the loveli^t glowing in her ardent lover's face; 
The placid river mirrois true die twinkling stars above — 
And men weie bom (or conquest, and maids were bom for love. 

The robber bee comes straying where the flowers nod and doze. 
He woos the homdy bollock and wins the blushing rose; 
The violet records die hue of bending skies above — 
And maids ware made to be bved, and men were made to bve. 



The fleeting moments r^le o*er die shining sands of time. 
And hver HqM to lover in the rythmic words of rhjone; 
The stalwart thisde bends above the daisy in die field — 
And men were made to conquer, and maids ware made to yiddl 
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CHRIS'MAS DOWN AT GRAN'PA'S. 



M 



Y pa, you know, *8 a docker-man. 

An* we Eve in the city. 
An* pa thinks it*8 die proper plan; 

But ma says: ''It*s a pity 

* At little folks can*t have a place 

To stretch theirselves, an* romp an* race 
An* git the freckles on AeV face — 

An* run an* jump an* frolic; 
To hear the hum o* hon^-bees, 
An* git green q^es from the trees.** 

**Wy, sure!** $ajz pa, "an* coUcI^' 

My gran*pa lives *way over down 
The track the railroad foDers; 

An* in a place called Qovertown — 
Among die hills an* hoQers. 

He has the Ugges*, warmes* han*; 

An* he*s the goodes*, bestes* man 

* At ever Kved, *r tyer am — 

My gran*pa is, I guess, sir. 
An* my ma says *at w*en he dies 
He*ll cUmb ri(^t up the stany skies. 

An* live in heaven — ye$, m\ 
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My gran*ma*8 good as him — ^*r near I 

An* theyVe ist alluz happy; 
An* he calls gran*ma — ^'^ mammy dear»** 

An* gran*ma caDs him — ''pappy.** 
My ma says: ''Gran*ma*s growin* old» 
But true as sted an* good as gold — 
An* half *er worth was never toldl** 

An* pa sap: ''Now dier*s gran*pa- 
Hb heart*s so big an* growin* f ast» 
His breast won*t hold it all at last; 

//e s ist as good as grannuil ^* 

WdL my pa said las* holiday: 
" If you be good an* min* me» 
FD pack you up an* run away 

Wher* not a soul can fin* me. 
We*ll ist slip down an* take the train — 
An* let *er snow *r let *er rain, 
Wtll nevtf grumble n*r complain* 

If we git safe to gran*ma*s ; 
An* tfier* we*ll stay a soEd week — 
An* you can all play hid&-an*-sedc 

In that big bam o* gran*pa*s.** 

W*en we got on die cars to ride» 

The ingine was a-tootm*; 
So we ist took our seats inside — 

An* went a-akpU^hootin I 
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Ncn ma said — ^** whew!**; an* pa he joked 

An* lowed * *at even inginet smoked^ 

An* ahooked his sides an* coughed an* choked — 

1st acted awful funny. 
Nen w*en the man said — ** tickets, please,** 
W*y, pa he squirmed an* shooked his knees. 

An* said — "I ain*tno monqr!** 

Wdl ma she fairly had to grin 

To see him cut such capers ; 
An* pa said — "I *m a boy ag*inl**; 

An* g^ed die man some pq)ers. 
Nen w*en we got to gran*pa*s place — 
W*y, Aer* was gran*pa*s good ol* face. 
An* gran*ma widi *er cap o* lace, 

A-waitm* f er to greet us ; 
An* ma runned iqp — mos* out o* breadi — 
An* neady hugged *em both to death. 

To dunk diey*d come to meet us I 

Oh, we ist had tne hesles' times! 

Fer gran*pa tol* us stories. 
An* gran*ma read us heaps o* rhjrmes 

*Bout heaven an* its glories. 
An* *en w*en Chris*mas eve comed roun* 
A great big snow was on the groun*. 
An* gran*pa lowed he heard die soun* 
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O* Santy*8 deers a-prancm* ; 
An* granW peeked at me an* said : 
"Wy. look at Utde curiy-head— 

*Er eyes is fairly dandn* 1 ** 

An* Santy Gaus corned sure enou{^ — 

Nobody heard him knockin*! — 
An* put ist heaps an* loads o* stuff 

In eoer'boify^s stockin*. 
We had a Chiis*mas diimer, too ; 
An* pa said: '*W*at am I to do? 
Ther*s ist so much I can*t git throu{^l** 

An* *en he smOed at gran*ma. 
An* ma spoked up an* said : *" Oh, dear I 
I k^ow rn want to come nex* year — 

Fer Chris*mas here widi gran*pal** 
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' * The iiuhUt fhai shoWi whert the harve^i 
adorns bia face,'' 

Poem -A TOAST TO OCTOBER. 
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A TOAST TO OCTOBER. 

ERE*S a glass to our monarcht Octoberl- 
To the clasp of his work-brown hand. 

To die smile that he gives 

To each beggar diat lives 
In his bounteous, sun-kissed land ; 
To the crimson and gold of his garments. 
And the light m his matchless eyes — 

As diqr sparkle and shine 

Widi the fruit of die vine 
Or die blue of die bending sides. 



Let us drink to die reign of Octoberl — 
To die gray of the fros^ mom. 

To the silver that gleams 

In the shimmering streams — 
And the nuggets of golden com; 
To die pumpkins that grow in die vallqr. 
And die fruit-laden boughs on die hill — 

To die nectar he sip$ 

As it dinq>les and dnp% 
Fnmi die old wooden dder-milL 
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Then a glass to our bountiful monarch I — 
To his winsome and kingly grace. 

To Ae stubble m rows — 

As it bristles and shows 
Where die harvest adorned his (ace; 
To die gray of die frosty morning 
And die red of die sunset sky» 

To the meadowland sere 

And the beauteous year — 
As our gallant king inarches 1^1 
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THE CHANDLER TREE. 

E are bent, my brother; the heavy load 
Is a gaDmg one for the dusty road 
Of the years which stietch in unbroken line. 
To the fate that*s youis and the fate that*s mine; 
So, to hide n^ teais, I direct my gaze 
Towaid the boiderland of those boyhood dajrs 
When die orchard sod was a tropic sea — 
And a fruitful isle was the Qiandler treel 

I can see you now — as you hugged your knee. 
With your back to die bole of die gnarled old tree, 
With your brown toes sunk in the yielding sand. 
And die ]mcy &uit m your dexter hand. 
Throu{^ die sugared rift in its piebaki hide. 
Was a glimpse of die pink-vemed meat inside; 
And the sun-flecked shade of that Chandler tree 
Was a land of plenty to you and me! 

I can see you, too — as you crooked the tq> 
Of your index digit, and gave a flip 
To die over-venturesome, greedy bee 
That was bent on pilfring the sweets diat we 
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Held as aD our own — as a special joy 
That the Lord had made for die barefoot boyi 
And the motded shade of that Chandler tree 
Was a kingdom ruled by you and mel 

Aht those days are gone— with die sticky stains 
Of the ai^le-juicel — but die tang remains ; 
The familiar tang of die wme we lipped — 
*Twas a drink divine that die gods ne*er sq>pedl 
Then, a smack — a taste; and I *11 Hft my load. 
And go plodding on down die dusty road 
Of die years which stretch in unbroken line — 
To the fate thatV yours and die fate that*s mmel 
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"A roisterous rascal is he," 
Poem— THE LADDIE ABIDING WITH ME. 
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THE LADDIE ABIDING WITH MK 



^HE lacldie aUdmg widi me — 
A loIIicksoiDe rascal is fael 
Widi the earKest peq> of die midsummer day. 
He awakens from sleq> — and is ready for play; 
And the flowVs, half-adream in the roseate dawn. 
Know the twinkle and gleam of his feet on die lawn. 
With die birds he is iqp, widi die bees he is out — 
And the hollyhock's cup turns ablush at his shout ; 
For he*s known and beloved by each flower and bee- 
Is die rofficksome rascal abiding widi me. 

The laddie aUding vridi me — 

A riotous rascal is hel 
Whet at dawn was aright, is at noon aD awry — 
The most (Htiful sight *neadi die pitOess skyi 
What was tidy and white at die coming of mom. 
At die coming of night is a scarecrow forlomi 
There's a rent m the knee of his trousers — and fear 
Prompts belief diere may be a twin rent in the rearl 
Not a whit for appearance, however, cares he — 
The riotous rascal abiding with mel 
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The lacldie aUdmg widi me — 

A roisteious rascal is fael 
He is bad when fae*s best, and fae*s best when he*s bad — 
And the pet and die pest of his doting old dadi 
And he whistles and sings m an infinite glee. 
As he lecklessly swings in the top of yon tree. 
All unmindfiil, I trow — or not carying to note — 
That his niodier*s below, with her heart m her tfaroati — 
But it*s ni^t; and aweary of frolic and glee. 
And asleq> — is the laddie aUding with me! 



The laddie abiding with me — 

A dear litde fellow is hel 
As he lies in n^ arms, I can readity trace 
In the manifold charms of his berry-brown face^ 
A resemblance to one I was haf^y to know — 
Who was up widi the sun m the dead kmg-agol 
Through the bhur of my tears, I discern a wee elf — 
And he strai^tway appears as my urchinhood sdf I 
Wtlk a start, I arouse from the sweet reverie — 
And rqdce that my Iaddie*s abiding widi mel 
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T/5 ALL ON ACCOUNT OF YOU. 



jnr^IS aD on account of you, dear heart — 
X *Tis ^ on account of you. 

That the dead leaves fall or the flowers start. 

That the sides be gray or blue. 
For your presence to me brings summer-time. 

And the twitter of nesting birds; 
And my heart strings quiver in rhythmic chime, 
To the breath of your whiq)ered wordsl 

*lu aD on account of you, dear love — 

*lls aD on account of you. 
That bri^t or dim be the sun above. 

That my jojrs be large or few. 
For your smile is die golden summer day; 

But the winter night, your frown — 
When the wild winds troop from die faraway. 

And the rain comes pouring down I 

*Tis aD on account of you, dear one — 

Tis aD on account of you. 
That die day be past or but just begun. 

That the world seem false or true. 
For you re aD m aD to me, dear heart — 

You are land, and sky, and sea; 
You are heaven and eardi, in whole or part — 

You are aD the world to mel 
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THE TRUNDLE BED UP IN THE LOFT. 

THERE*S a little red tnindle bed up m the loft 
Of a farmhouse on Rockabye HilL 
There the breeze stealing m through die window is soft. 

And a vine clambers over the siD; 
But die black spider lurks m die shadowy dusk, 

His tenuous network to spread. 
And an odor of long-agone dajrs — a faint muski — 
Seems to cHng to that old trundle bed. 

In worshq;>ful sOence die huge rafttts bend — 

Wiii thar off*rings of catnip and sagel — 
0*er diat red trundle bed to protect and defend 

It against die sad ravage of age. 
The time-yeOowed pillow widi dust covered deep 

Bears the print of a curly brown head — 
And I iancy I see a wee laddie asleq> 

In die dqpths of that oM trundle bed. 

The sunshine without is meffably sweet. 

And the twitter of swallows above 
Is die echoing patter of Htde bare feet 

With thar message of laughter and bve; 




** A farm houit on Rotk'^-^y^ Hilt/' 

Form -THE TRUNDLE BED UP IN THE LOFT. 
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And my thoughts fly away from the gloom of the place, 
Down the track of the years that have fled. 

And I conjure to mind my dear mother*s sweet face — 
Bending over that low trundle bed. 

The redbird sings saudty — guarding a nest 

In the sumac copse down in the deD; 
While the brown-breasted robin is lilting her best 

In the cherry tree out by the welL 
Their voices come to me — a love-Iad» chime! — 

As I sit in the dusk with the dead; 
And Tm living again in my babyhood time— ^ 

When I slq)t in that red trundle bed! 
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WHO WINS HIS WAY AT HOME, 



D 



UE honor to the man who goes 

hi quest of unknown lands; 
Who braves the waste of arctic snows — 

The reach of tropic sands; 
Who leaves a wake across the lakes. 

Or o*er the salt-sea foam; 
But honor more to him who makes 

Discoveries at hcmie. 

Due credit to the man who wars 

Beneath death*s sable wing. 
Who plants his flag on foreign shores — 

And conquers court and king; 
Who takes his hn^t keen sword and writes 

His name on heaven*s dome — 
But credit more to him who fights 

His battles here at home. 

The man who conquers homdy hate — 

Lives oi^posttion down. 
Is fit to rank anuHig the great — 

Is wordiy of a crown. 
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Upon the gOded page of f ame» 
Withm truth*s massy tome, 

By ri{^tful claim should be his name — 
Who wins his way at home. 

All honor hath the prophet, save 

Within his native land — 
E*en fools are great who find a grave 

Upon a foreign strand. 
The native sage but lives and dies 

To feed earth's fertile loam ; 
His credit lies beyond the skies — 

He gets none here at home! 

Tis better to be best in Gaul 
Than second-best at Rome; 

Tis weD to be the best at all — 
But better best at home. 
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HERE'S A CLASS TO OLD TIME. 



H 



ERE*S a glass to oM Timel Not the one that he bean 
To measuie huinanity*s sorrows and cares ; 
But a glass of cut crystal* whose spaikles comUne 
With the crimson and gold of its honey and wine. 
Let us drink, as our Ups to the goblet we press. 
To the hope that his shadow may never grow less; 
Anc^ eitolling his virtues in metrical rhyme, 
Drain a bumper — a beaker — to old Father Tknel 



hi the morning of life, when we tickle our toes 
Wtii the sedges that grow where the meadow brook flows; 
When our hearts are as light as the zephyr that trq;>s 
To the hum of the bee, where the honey-dew drips; 
Then old Time is our comrade — our leader, I ween. 
And we faithful^ fdlow throu{^ shadow and sheen — 
^tii our faces aglow and our bare feet agrime. 
Here*s a beaker — a bumper — to old Father Timet 



In the sultry noontide, when the road trails away 
0*er the hilltops a^, like a ribbon of gray ; 
When our hearts are aflame and our temples abeat. 
And we*re bearded and bronzed in the midsummer heat; 
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' Where the road trails away oer the hilltops afar,*' 
Poem -A GLASS TO OLD TIME. 
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Then old Time is our helper — abroad in the fields. 
He gamers the gold that the harvest-land srields. 
Side by side to the summit of manhood we dimb — 
Let us quaff to the friendship of old Father Timel 

hi the sweet dewy eve, when we*re kissed by the breath 
Of the mists that arise from the river of death. 
Hand in hand with old Time we stray down to the boat — 
And he aids us in setting our frail craft afloat; 
With a sweep of his scathe he divides the last strand 
Of the rope — then he waves a farewell with his hand. 
*lls the act of a friend — free from maUce or crime; 
Here*s a tear to the mem*ry of old Fadier Time I 

Then a glass to old Time I Not the one that einpow*i8 
Him to measure our lives by the length of the hours; 
But a goblet of crystal, whose sparkles combine 
With the crimson and gold of its hon^ and wine. 
Let us drink to his health, to his boundless success. 
To the hope that his shadow may never grow less ; 
And recounting his favors in metrical rhyme. 
Dram a bumper — a beaker — to old Father Timel 
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THE LAND OF THE LONQ^ACO. 



I 



AM taking a journey today — ah, me! — 
Where my weaiy feet seldom range; 

And the scenes that I view 

Are so old, so new — 
So familiar and yet so strangel 
For my guide is a laddie of tender years — 
Just my own litde lad, you know; 

And he*s urging me back 

*Long the foot- worn track — 
To the Land of the Long-Agol 



Ah, I never could find what I have in mind— 
G>uldn*t see throu{^ my blurring tears. 

If my dear litde guide 

Ever near my side 
Didn*t ease all my doubts and fearsi 
But he knows all the places Td like to see — 
All the things that I used to know; 

So with whistle and song 

We go trudging 'long — 
To the Land of the Long-Agol 
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And he prattles to me of the many things 
That are dear to his boyish heart — 

Of the hazel-Uned glen 

And the chipmunk's den. 
And the oriole*s cunning art; 
And I chuckle to find that he has in mind 
Just the diings that I loved to know. 

When the days were too short 

For my rcmipish sport — 
In the Land of the Long-Agol 



So we wander at wiD through this magic land. 
From the mom to the dewy eve — 

With our footstq>s atwine 

And his hand in mine. 
In the kingdom of Make-Bdieve; 
And at last when the radiant day is done — 
When the sun in the west sinks low. 

Where the cool shadows creq> 

We lie down to sleep — 
In the land of the Long- Ago I 
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AN AUTUMN IDYL 

THE midday sun rides overhead, 
His smilling face a copper-red. 
And through the cri^, frost-Utten air — 
From grassy ImoU to hilkop baie — 

A hazy vapor bieathes ; 
Like one who laughing at a joke 
Exhales a puff of fragrant smoke. 
And hiding half his jolly face 
Behmd the folds of floating lace — 

Peq>s through the filmy wreathes. 

Adown yon hazel-lined ravine. 
The rugged sandstone cliffs between. 
Where fallen leaves all gold and red 
Are clogging fast the stony bed — 

A silver ribbon shines; 
And through the smoky atmosphere. 
There floats aloft — now dull, now dear — 
The water's tinkling sound; and then 
It whispers through the rocky glen. 

Like night wind in the pines. 




'Amang the j/roc^j a/ Uadcif carnt** 

P«m — AN AUTUMN IDVL 
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Among the shocks of bladed com. 
Where Plenty fills her lavish horn, 
A flock of blackbiids speeding south 
Have paused to feed each hungiy mouth — 

And chatter, fight and scream. 
Across the ploughed and seeded fields — 
Where fresh-cast gram a harvest yields 
The chipmunk sleek and brown — a pair 
Of south-bound geese divide the air; 

Their snowy pinions gleaixL 

The Year is growing rich and old! 
The yeDow com, like heaps of gold. 
And purple grapes whose clusters shine 
Like amethysts from Asia*s mine. 

Are riches vast, untold; 
The hisdous apples overhead 
Are precious rubies, shining-red. 
The hale Year hums a harvest-song — 
Enjoys his wealth — thinks life is long; 

But he is growing oMl 
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GRAY DAWN. 

THE dense white fog in drowsy folds 
Bedecks the sleqping river*s bed; 
About the hiDs it hangs and holds — 
In ragged patches overhead. 
It slowty, icDy, drifts away. 
The suUen mill-dam booms and roars; 

And, drenched with clouds of flying ^)ray. 
The wet, Uack rocks along the shores 
Frown darkly at the coming day. 



Gray d^wn peeps in and sweedy smiles; 

A Ught breeze sweq)ing down the stream. 
Lifts high the fog in snowy fSics ; 

The sun*s first burning lances (^eam 

Along the pebbled river-banks. 
And misty hosts in mad retreat 

Withdraw their broken, scattered ranks. 
The bold sun marks dieir sad defeat — 

And dissq>ates their straggling flanks. 




' Gray Da von gives place to 
ruddy day/* 



Poem -GRAY DAWN. 
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Gray dawn gives place to ruddy day. 

The great sun swings through azure 
And, skimming where the ripples play. 

The screaming fish-hawks f aD and rise. 

The (^assy water, cool and dear. 
Reflects one soEtary doud; 

And morning song-lnrds far and near 
Rqpeat dieir matins shrill and loud: 
** The ni{^t is drae, and day is hdrel** 
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THOSE SUMMER DAYS OF LONG AGO. 



T 



HOSE summer days of long ago I 

I seem to feel and know them still — 
The berry-blossoms white as snow, 

The crimson clover on the hill ; 
The sleepy hij^road, old and gray, 
That yawned and stretched, and crept away 
^thin the woodland cool and black — 
And never, never more came back I 
I seem to feel the idle breeze 

That loitered down the shady ways; 
To hear the drowsy drone of bees — 

And know within my soul the blaze 
Of truant sunbeams dancing bright 
Adown the highroad out of sight 

I seem to see the low rail fence 

Hiat worming onward, mile on mOe, 

Was redolent with pungent scents 
Of sassafras and camomile. 

Within a fence-rail tall and bare, 

The saucy bluebird nested there; 

*Twas diere the largest berries grew — 




Poem -THOSE SUMMER DAYS OF 
LONG AGO. 
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As ev*iy barefoot urchin knewl — 
And swiftty, shyly creeping through 

The tangled vines and brambles dense — 
The min^^ed sunshine and the dew — 

The Bob White perched atop the fence; 
And, flinging toil and care away» 
He piped and lilted all the day. 

Those summer days of long ago I 

The noisy catbird flitted o*er 
The dogwood*s yeas^ waves of snow — 

The dark green wood the further shore; 
And I, a barefoot boy of ten. 
Stole tiptoe down the mossy {^en. 
To count the baby-birds at rest 
Within their snu{^-hidden nest 
Across the stubble-fields of gold — 

Ashimmer in the pulsing heat — 
Those dreamy noontide hours of old 

Come trooping back with flying feet ; 
Until I seem to feel and know 
Those summer days of long ago I 
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ALONG THE DUST.WHITE RIVER ROAa 



A 



LONG the dust-white iiver road. 

The mormng sunbeams cringe and crawl; 

And in and out among the trees* 

Stirred gentty by the la^ breeze, 

The tipsy shadows sfip and ^awL 

They stagger o*er the prickly wall 

Of verdant hedge, and dirouj^ the wheat- 

^th tossing arms and flying feet — 

They nimbty dodge and madty run. 

Spurred onward by the rising sun. 

A squirrel, startled by the sound 

Of wheels upon the sun-parched ground. 

Forsakes the breakfast he has found 

And seeks his sheltering abode — 

Across the dust-white river road. 

Along the dust-white river road. 
The saucy redbird chirps and trills ; 
His liquid notes resound and rise 
Untfl they meet the cloudless skies. 
And echo o*er die distant hills. 
He steals, diis rogue of crimson hue. 
The poplar*s ci^> of honqrHlew, 




" The tipsy shadows slip and spravfl/' 
Poem -ALONG THE DUST- WHITE RIVER ROAD. 
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And diams — with many a giugfing note — 
The contents down his pulsing throat 
The burning sun climbs hi(^ and higher — 
The noontide hour draws ni{^ and nigher; 
The bird forgets his cheery code, 
And hides his drooping wings of fire — 
Among die leaves along the road. 

Along die dust-white river road. 
The fieiy midday f^e pours down; 
The drowsy waters shimmer o*er 
The shining sands along the shore. 
And out across the meadows brown 
A stillness Eke the hush of ^eaAi 
Is min{^ with the sultry breath 
Of timodiy and clover blooms. 
One soHtaiy work-bee booms 
Across the shorn and barren fidds^ 
Swift-bent i^xhi his homeward way; 
But overcome by heat he jodds. 
And seeks a shdt*iing wisp of hay. 
A yoke of oxen pant and sway 
Beneath the driver's heavy goad; 
The laden wagon grinds and groans^ 
And ratdes o*er the heated stones — 
Along the dust-white river road. 
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Along the dust- white river road I 
The weaiy sun plods down the west; 
The silent shadows* trooping back 
Upon their morning-traveled track* 
Among the waters sink to rest 
The speeding sunbeams leave the hills — 
And fling their gorgeous banners hi(^ 
Against the mottled western sky ; 
And coming nij^t the valley fills 
With dewy odors, strange and sweet. 
Of fresh-mowed hay and ripening wheat; 
And like a benediction rare — 
Borne gentty on the ev*ning air- 
Adown the hij^way amies the sound 
Of merry voices, homeward-bound. 
Like giant specters grimly loom 
The patient oxen and their load. 
And disai^pear within the gloom 
Along the dust-white river road I 
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THE SINGER. 



Ol he sang of ImigU and Uossoms, 

Shady dells and flow*ry fidds. 
Of the pink and tangled clover 

And the honey that it jrields; 
But his only glinq)se of natuie 

Was a bit of smoky sky — 
For his home was in the dty. 

In a buikling daik and high. 

Yea, he sang of golden harvests 

And the woodland*s silver streams — 
And the measuie of his singing 

Was the music of his dreams; 
Of the mby tints of Autumn* 

Suimner*s opalescent dew — 
But the sunshine on his window 

Was the only wealth he knew. 

And the nations praised the singer — 

An the mighty lent an ear 
To the magic of his music. 

And the lowly paused to hear ; 
But they let him die in hunger, 

In the dly — far away 
From the fields where in the springtime 

Of his life he used to play! 
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THREE LITTLE SOLDIERS. 

THREE little soldien — paper caps. 
Cornstalk guns and shouUer-strapsI — 
Harked to the spring bird's early call, 
ShouMeied anns, and one and all 
Dropped into line and inarched one day- 
Over the hills and far away. 

Three Htde soldiers tired and sore, 
Back from the bloodlessr mimic war, 
Oustered around their mother's knee — 
Told their tales in childish glee; 
Tales of a mock-heroic fray — 
Over the hills and far away. 



* * * 



♦ ♦♦♦♦♦♦ 



Three bonny youths — their mother's pride I— 
Widi tear-dunmed qres and hurried stride. 
Left at their bleeding country's call 
Home and kindred — all in all; 
Went in the morning cold and gi^y— - 
Over the hills and far away I 

Under their blood-stained uniform. 

Three young hearts — once brave and wannl- 

Stirred by the bugle's piercing peal. 

Throb no more with loyal zeaL 

Three sturdy forms are lifeless clay — 

Over the hills, and far away! 




** The Jrtf^ gfz^tt t<?o«</ fht ftttihet .\hore," 

Poem -THOSE SUMMER DAYS OF LONG AGO. 
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MY SKIES ARE SELDOM GRAY. 



I 



*VE had my share of caikmg care. 
Of fickle Fortune*! frowns; 
Fve braved and borne the cold wodd*s scom, 
And had my ups and downs. 
Yetlcanstinadittybin 

Or sing a roundelay; 
For though I hold nor lands nor gold. 
My sides are seldom gray! 

The stress and stitfe of toilsome life 

Have taught me one (^d truth: 
Not he who must crawls in the dust. 

But he who will — foisooth I 
And so I sing my song, and fling 

My load of cafe away; 
For thou(^ I hold nor lands nor gold. 

My sides are sddom gray! 

I would not give a fig, to live 

Divorced fr<Mn fret and mdl; 
The bread I eat is rendered sweet 

Because of daily toil 
And so I sdU a dit^ triU— 

A blithesome roundelay; 
For though I hold nor lands nor gold — 

My sides are seldom gray! 
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AUTUMN. 



CAN ketch his husky whisper borne i^)on the passin* breeze, 
An* the echo of his footstq>s as he steals among the trees; 
I can hear his plaintive whistle as he winds his distant horn. 
An* the rusde of his garments as he hurries through the com. 
Fer he*s comin* in his splendor — decked in colors rich an* grand. 
An* he*D bring his legions with him fer to ockypy the land ; 
An* they*D plant the*r crimson standards on the hiUtqps ovediead — 
When the goldenrod*s a-bkxHnin* an* the shoemake*s growin* red. 

He has called his clans together to prepare *em fer the raid. 

An* the locus*s are bu^ — each a-whetdn* up his blade; 

While the wild geese speedin* southward pq>e a doleful funerl strain, 

Fer grim death*ll reap a harvest as he follers in his train. 

Yet he tries to give a wamin* to a few especial friends — 

An* die light an* nimble thistle-down*s the messenger he sends; 

But it loiters an* it tarries till the precious time has sped — 

An* die goldenrod*s a-bkxHnin* an* the shoemake*s growin* red. 

He*s a<omm* — he*s a comin* to fulfill his cherished boast; 
An* the fidds *11 flame in splendor with the {^ory of his host 
He will flaunt his gorgeous banners, like the vaunted knights of old. 
An* the burnished woods *D glisten with the glitter of his goM ; 
But a somber shade o* sadness will be hoverin* over aD, 
An* a minor chord o* sorrow rise above his martial call. 
While die winds *11 sob an* shiver to the measure of his tread — 
When die goldennxTs a-Uoomin* an* the shoemake*s growin* redl 
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THE OU FENCE.ROW. 



y T ONG die oF fence-row — long the of fence-row. 



How I love to wander slowly as the seasons come an gol 
When the star-like Uows *re {^eamin* from the brier's leafy spray. 
An* the snowy dder-blossoms forms a fragrant millgr-way; 
When the wing-stirred air is laden with a thousand subde scents — 
Then I love to wander slowly long the oT rail fence. 

Oh, the ol* f»ce-rowI Oh, the ol* fence-rowl 

I can see it as I saw it in the misty long-ago; . 

With the milkweed-pods a-burstin* an* the shoemake growin* red. 

With the sassafras a-sheddin* ^iqr odors overhead. 

With the tangled vines a-creqxn* through the many cracks an* rents — 

An* the fuz:^ catnip growin* *long the ol* rail fence. 

*Long the ol* fence-row — *l<Mig the ol* fence-row. 
Many winter days Tve traveled in the freesdn* ice an* snow; 
I *ave seen the faded flowers, an* *ave heard the chiDm* breeze 
As it sung of colder weather, dirouj^ the naked, leafless trees. 
But the sunny May-time foUered with its balmy reoxnpense — 
An* the path was green an* smiUn* long the ol* rail fencel 

Oh, the ol* fence-rowl Oh, the ol* fence-rowl 

Seons that life is somethin* like it — as we*re tranq>in* to an* fro. 

Fer the blossoms an* the brambles *re a-growin* side by side. 

An* the daisy*s overshaddered by the thistle in its pride ; 

An* to keep the beaten pathway takes a deal o* common-sense — 

Fer the track o* life*s as crooked as an ol* rail fence! 
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THE PIXY BAND. 



w 



HEN I forsake the busy street 

And trail my foot-prints home at ni^t» 
A band of naughty pixies meet 

Me on the stq)6, with keen ddi{^t; 
They nimbly steal my hat, and take 

Away my overcoat and cane» 
My wet umbrella seize, and shake 

Adown my back the drops of raini 

In vain I plead: **AhI leave me — go. 

And bar the way no longer, pleasel 
Why win ye clog my footsteps so — 

Why will ye hang about my knees?** 
Th^ bend me down and mount my back. 

And — heedless quite of bump or fall! — 
They make the floor a radng-track — 

And speed me tfirough the entrance-halL 

We reach the parlor ; there they place 
For me my easy cushioned chair. 

And muss my clothes and pinch my fa 
And comb awry my scan^ hair. 
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They call me ^p^p^L** — man afivel 
Siire» fortune smites with heavy hand. 

When I, a youdi of forty-five^ 
Am father to apu^bandl 

L'ErtPoL 
Beskle a row of drowsy heads, 

'Whk moistened eyes each ni(^t I stand; 
And bend and loss them in their beds — 

God bless my little fixy bandl 
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THE BUCKWHEAT BLOOM. 



H the buckwheat bloom I C%, the buckwheat bloom I 
Where the sunbeams sleep and the wild bees bo(Hn» 
Where the brown leaves fall and the sweet winds oxxm 
Through the lengthened shades of the afternoon; 
There the white fidds lie in the wood's embrace. 
And the stream slips by with a smiUng face — 
*Twixt the roadside fence and the woodside {^oooit 
Are the fragrant billows of buckwheat bloom. 

Oh, the buckwheat bloom I Oh, the buckwheat Uooml 
When the skies are soft, and the gray hills loom 
Through the distant reaches of amber li{^t — 
When the goldenrod by the stream is bright; 
Then I love to stf ay wherci the warm winds catch 
At the milk-white spray in the buckwheat patch — 
From the roadside fence to the woodside {^oom. 
Through the fragrant billows of buckwheat bloom. 

Oh, the buckwheat bloom I Oh, the buckwheat Uooml 
When the blackbird swings on a bending plume 
Of the golden com, as it nods and sways 
In the yellow light of the autumn days ; 
Then I close my eyes, and my senses yidd 
To the spell that lies in the buckwheat fidd — 
*Twixt the roadside fence and the woodside (^oom, 
*Mong the fragrant billows of buckwheat bloom. 
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* The copie-entangled byways, ' ' 
Poem -WHEN THE YEAR GROWS OLD. 
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WHEN THE YEAR GROIVS OLD. 



w 



HEN the year grows oMl 

Wken the sunflower*! gcJd 
Turns to common dross and crumbles 
Into brown and earthy mould ; 

When the sunlit sides 

And my trudove*s e^es 
Fade and pale before the qplendor 
Of the aster*s purple dyes; 
Then the copse-entangled byways. 
And the forests and ^ fidds. 
Flecked with bits of fliaming crimson * 
That the fieiy maple yidds, 
Feel the touch of melanchcjy 
That the fleeting moments hold. 
And the hilltops wear a halo — 

When the year grows oldl 

When the year grows old! 

When the fall wind cold 
Pipes and whisdes down the highway, 
like a hoiden ovtfbold; , 

When the gray clouds frown 

And the thisdedown 
Flits and trqps a meny measure 
In its silver-q>angled gown; 
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Then the hazdnuts are f aDmg 
In a mad and mazy trance» 
And the rustling leaves are calling 
To the thistle's aiiy dance. 
Yet a touch oi mdanchi^ 
Rests iqx>n the wood and wold. 
And die sun is veOed and haay — 
When the year grows old! 

When the year grows <Ad\ 

When the bright days fold 
Their phantom tents and speed adown 
The centuries untold; 

When the moments fly. 

And the hours slip by 
like the shuffle of a footstq> 
Or the twinkle of an e^e ; 
Then the sumac clad in {^ory 
Holds the fold above the miDt 
And the oak-tree grim and hoaiy 
Guards the pass upon the hill; 
But a taste of mdancholy 
To the sons of men is doled. 
That the earth is filled with foDy— 

And the year grows old! 
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A TYPICAL YANKEE BOY. 



N the Fourth of July of any f^d year — 

Let the storms sweep by, let the sides prove clear I - 
Never a heart in this Yankee land 
But is beating in tune to some martial band ; 
Never a banner, a scarf — a rag. 
But is waving in time to our brave old flag. 
So today I would teD you — *twixt grief and joy — 
The tale of a tyi^cal Yankee boy. 

Bom on a swdtering Fourth of July — 
Away back yonder in *f orty-two. 
Under the arch of our Northern sky — 
Under God*s own red-white-and-bhie: 
Red of the dawn in the eastern sides. 
White of the midsummer cloud that flies, 
Blue of the zenith when noon hours lag — 
This was the Yankee baby*s flagi 

And the bars of red and the clouds of white 
Minted at eve with the stars of night ; 
And the rolEcksome cherub wagged his head 
And babbled and cooed to the flag outspread. 
Tin the stars peq>ed down from the dudgr sides 
And twinkled and danced in the baby*s eyes; 
And the white lids drooped, and the stars were hid- 
And the flag above was his coverlidi 
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A veoturesome youogster — and biight and bold» 
Sturdy and impish, and four years old — 
How he coaxed and teased for a '"gun that shoots** 
For knife and marUes, and red'-tq)ped bootsi 
And the knife was bright, and the gun all right — 
But those red-tqpped boots were his soul*s ddi^; 
The source of his infinite boast and brag — 
For each was bedig^ widi a silver flagi 

But the days slipped by, and the fleet hours ran — 
And our Yankee lad was a midway man; 
And on festal days he carried with pride 
A flag that his fingers had formed and dyed. 
What mattered it that its tints ag^ow 
Were of pokdMty-juice and indigol 
What mattered it that a muslin bag 
Made royal cloth for a Yankee flagI 

So up and on — till at last he stood 

On the direshokl bright of his young manhoodi 

And the old flag beckoned, and fife and drum 

Rumbled and pealed to the stiq)ling: **G>me! 

Come to the feast diat is spread for you. 

Under the oM Red-White-and-Bhiel 

*lls a feast of batde, and wounds, and deadi — 

*Mid die musket*s ratde and cannon's breathi** 

Small merit an oft-told tale to tdll 
But wherever his loved flag tossed and swayed. 
He marched to the music of shot and shdl — 
From die Buckeye hiUs to die Everglade. 
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Wounded at last, he came home to die 
Under the dome of his boyhood's slgr — 
Whh an ami torn otf at Kennesaw's crag, 
And the stump wrapped up in a Union flagi 

And his neighbors and kindred came to strew 
His path with the dear red- white-and-blue : 
Red of the rose from the garden-lot. 
White of the lity so pale and sweet. 
Blue of the true-forget-me-not — 
Undulant carpet for weaiy feet! 
And the patriot soldier could scarcdy drag 
His stqps o*er the folds of diat flow*ry flag! 

But the veteran lived; and he lives today. 
Though his form is bent and his hair is gray; 
And pinned to his breast — just above a scar- 
Is die tiny flag of the *'G. A. R.** 
Flag of our country — flag of the free — 
Flag of our millions yet to be! 
Banner of loyalty, love and joy — 
Flag of die typical Yankee boy I 
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CELEBRATIN' THE FOURTH O' JULY. 

WAS die Fourth I An* die dye o* the blue momm* sl^t 

An* die red o* die sun risin* fast. 
An* die white o* die mist — made a flag that was kissed 

By die breeze diHy-daUyin* past; 
While die quaiTs meller fife stined die echoes to life, 

An* die dium o* die pheasant beat time. 
An* aD nature was gay in respect fer die day — 

An* the weather was proper an* pnme. 

*Long the broad countiy road ratded load after load 

Of good people — a lengthy parade: 
Little rosy-cheeked girls aD m flounces an* curls. 

Little boys dressed in gay cottonade; 
Happy sweethearts an* beaus, older folks in good clo*es — 

Looldn* ever so starchy an* glum; 
An* the teams aD a-prance in a side-steppin* dance. 

To the tune o* die fife an* the drum. 

Down the long Bailey hill, past die of Newsome mill, 

*Cross the creek — an* a turn to die right; 
An* the grounds an* the stand an* the crowd was at hand — 

An* the whole celebration in u^t 
There was people from Brun,diere was folks from Dutch Run, 

A respectable showin* from Oy; 
An* a batch from Green Vale, an* anodier from Dale — 

Celebratm* the Fourdi o* Juty. 
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Ev*iybocly was therel AD the homd^ an* f air — 

All the wise an* die feeble o* mind; 
AD die timid an* bold, an* die yomig an* die old — 

An* the lame an* the halt an* the bimd. 
An* the older foDu chaffed, an* die younger foDu lau{^ied; 

An* the chfldien, the birds an* the bees. 
In a frolicsome way spent the sunshiny day — 

In the shade o* the sheherin* tiees. 

There was visions an* dreams — diere was oceans an* stieams 

Of die best grub that ever was cooked; 
Theie was oF-f ashioned cakes Uke no bakeiy bakes — 

There was melons as good as diey looked. 
An* die poor an* die pioud, an* the lowly an* loud 

Eat of chicken an* pickles an* pie; 
An* the lout an* die lord sat at one common boaid — 

Cddbratm* the Fourth o* Juty. 

Then the speakers aO spoke — crackin* many a jc^e. 

An* the ol* Declaration was read; 
An* the rigs rumbled home in die gadierin* gloam — 

An* die people went happy to bed. 
Up the east die moon ciept, to keep guard while they slqpt; 

An* the streaks an* the stars in the sl^ 
Spread a banner o* k>ve *cross the dadL vault above — 

Celebmtin* the Fourdi o* Jutyl 
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MY LADDIE'S UFE LESSON. 



WAS reading my wee bonny laddie a tale 

Of a boy who went sailing away. 

In a flying-machine, with a gobim in gieen — 

To die land where die gobtin folk stay; 
Of die journey diey made, of die pranks diat diey played — 

The adventures that fell to dieir lot ; 
And my wee laddie*s ^es tokl of wonder, suipnse — 

But of sweet, simple faidi in die plot 

But at last it came out that the tale was a dream — 

And my laddie was sorety distressed; 
One dissatisfied look he gave me and die book — 

Then he sobbed out his grief on my breast 
^My dear laddie!** I said, "Such a tale as Tve read 

Could be only a dream, don*t you know!** 
But a heart-breaking sigh voiced the pitiful cry: 

''Oh, I wanted it all to be so/ '' 

Oh, my laddie — dear laddie ! Each mom of your life 

Win be frau{^t with die moonshiny gleams — 
l^th the shimmer and sheen, and the silver and green 

Of die tenuous tissue of dreams. 
But as frost on the pane turns to sorrowful rain 

At the touch of the sun, they will go; 
And the cry and the plea of your heart will still be: 

'*0h I wanted them all to be soT* 
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THE OLD WOMAN UNDER THE HILL 



A 



JOLLY oU woman fives under die hill — 
Hoity-toi-Zee/ What a busy (Jd darnel 
Dayfi(^ or dadL it is always the same — 

She*s knitting away to the dack of the miU; 

And her needles flash in and her needles flash out» 

And her ball rolls around and her thread winds about - 

Working away with a royal good wiD, 

Knitting a sock for the foot of the hill! 

In summer $ht braiders 

The heel arid the toe. 

With the sweetest and prettiest 

Posies that grai» : 

And In winter the whole 

Is of fleeciest sthm. 

And her needles, that frolic 

And flicker and shine. 

Are the needles that drop 

From the bough of the pinel 

This clever old woman down under the hill — 
Fiddle-dee- Jee/ What a busy old diing I 
Summer and V^ter, and Antumn and Spring; 
When the nig^t-time is wild, when the daytime is still, 
She*s crooning and woddng with music and might — 
In sunshine and shadow, and misty moonfight — 
Piecing and quOting, by hook or by crook, 
A spread for the bed of the bothersome brook I 
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In Jlutum her pieces 
Of }fellou> and red 
Are the peiah of posies. 
And forest leopes dead — 
And the ^jfcamore-ialls 
Are the knots in I^r thread; 
And the cotton she uses 
To fashion andr»ad 
Her quilt, is the down 
From the wood-thistle's pod I 

This funnny old woman down under die hiD — 
Folcfy-rol-ro// FD not wbisper her name I 
A buxom and bustting and busy old dame» 
Keeps knitting and quilting her (ate to fulfill; 
And whenever she*s resting — *tis leaDy absurd 
In connection with her, but to mention the wordi — 
She is stitching away at the coat of the earth. 
Repairing that garment of wonderful girth! 

That coat is a marvelous 
Mantle today; 
A patchwork of yellow 
And scarlet and grajf. 
Of lilac and crimson. 
Of green, brown and blue — 
A rival to Joseph's 
Odd raiment in hue; 
And that fussy old woman 
Down under the hill 
Is krdtting and stitching 
All day and night stall 
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H01V SANTA CLAUS COMES. 



Y 



'OU have asked me for a iliyine 
Telfing unto you the time 
And the mystic, ma^ manner 
In which Santa Qaus can dimb 
Up the chinmeys and the flues — 
Free horn blister, bum or brdsel — 
With a pack tq>on his back, o( 
Toys and trinkets for the shoes 
Of the Htde people who, 
AD the sleepy summer dirouf^ 
Watched and waited for die filling 
Of thetr shoes — and stockings, too. 

As to time — wdl, let me seel 
When die Nordi Wind whisdes free 
From the frozen fidds of Greenland, 
Down across the Polar sea, 
im Jack Frost takes up die croon. 
Soaps his fingers at the moon — 
And the snowflakes flit and flutter 
To the music of the tune; 



94 SONGS PROM THS HBART OP THINGS. 



Then with douj^uts, dolls and dnimty 
Skates and deds and sugar-plums. 
And a pack of pret^ presents — 
Good old Santa always comes. 

In the wan and wintiy nig^t, 
When the moon is beaming bright 
And the snow-drifts gimt and glisten 
In fht mild and mellow Hght, 
Then, if you wiD lend an ear. 
Sounding fadnt but crystal-dear. 
You wiD hear him as he cracks his 
Whip and chimq>s to his deer; 
Sofdy, softly, near or faur — 
Not another sound to mar I — 
Like the tinkle of a sleighbeD, 
Or the twinkle of a star. 

That's fht time he alwajrs comes — 
^th his pack of dolls and drums. 
Balls and books, and pret^ presents, 
Skates and sleds and sugar-plums; 
Riding in a dancing sld^ 
Drawn by twaty deer, they say — 
Hdter-skdter, huny-skuny. 
Never pausing once to pay 
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Toll, or give a smgle peep 
Whether roads are rough and 8teq>; 
Fuming, (retting, never getting 
lune to take a minute*8 sleep. 

Such a hale and hearty spritel 
Widi two eyes as bumished-brig^ 
As die twinkling stars above him — 
And a bushy beard of white; 
With a broad back barely bent 
By die years diat he has spent 
hi die service of die children — 
And a waist protuberant ; 
Bdted, buckled, girded in 
From the pimple on his chin. 
To die dimple on his knee-cap 
Where his fur'-toiq)ed boots bcgml 

That*s old Santa, I dedarel 

Funny, fussy, debonair. 

With a wealth of healdi and humor — 

And a plenteous stock of hair. 

And the chimeys? Atu ma belle, 

I am cautious how I tell 

That he slips and scrambles down them- 

Like a toad into a well! 
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For Fve waited oft to get 
Just a (^impse of him, and yet 
Spite of all my weaiy watching — 
fVe bctPe neoer, never metl 

That*8 die way he always amies — 
Widi his pack of d<Jls and drums» 
Nuts and candies, pretty presents^ 
Tricks and toys and sugar^flumsl 
And if you wiD lend an ear — 
Sounding faint but crystal^lear. 
You will hear him as he cracks his 
Whq>, and chimq>s to his deer. 
Softly, sofdy, near or far — 
Not another sound to marl — 
Like die tinUe of a slei^ibdlt 
Or the twinkle of a star 
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FROUC IN THE HRELIGHT. 

H I die firdight plays on die cabin wall. 

As the beech wood snaps and crackles ; 
And die eight-day dock, standing stiff and tall. 
Seems to nod and smile to die merry call. 
Tin die hoarse wind mutters — ^"^ Balance alll** 
Then the dancers slip their shackles. 

They are boots and shoes in a zigzag row. 
Now freed from die feet that wore diem; 

And fhey all leap forth in the firdight*s ^w. 

And diey madly caper heel-and-toe — 

While the music sounds, and die sweet strains flow 
From die crackling blaze before them. 

There are Tom*s old shoes, with didr knotted stnng. 

And diey join in a noisy scuffle; 
There are grand^*s pumps — and they quickly swing 
Into line and skip to the Highland Fling, 
Or diey nimbly cut die Pigeon Wing 

And indulge in a double-shuffle. 

Yes, and grandma*s sandals swiftty whed. 

At die touch of die in^nration; 
And diey tiip with a clicking toe and bed. 
To die time of die Old Virginia Red — 
im diey madly whirl, as they seem to fed 

A breath from die old plantation. 
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Then die tiny shoes diat the baby wore 

Tread Ught to die happy measure; 
And die fadier*s boots — diey are tens or morel- 
Crash down on die sanded cabin floor. 
While die old house shakes and die rafters roar 
With die bcHsterous sounds of pleasure. 

But the best of all, m die golden dusk. 

Are die mother*s slippers dancing; 
Like die thisdedown or die rustling husk, 
As the night-wind whisdes loud and brusque — 
To die ancient tune of Money-Musk, 
And the firdight gleams are facing. 

So they dance till die fire bums dim and low 

And the hearth grows cold before diem ; 
im the fading fire-beams omie and go 
And die black shades stagger to and fro — 
Then diey all slip back in their zigzag row. 
To be found by the feet diat wore dieml 
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PAT A CAKE, BAKER^MAN. 



NDER the light of my study lamp» 

Two bonny eyes are peeping; 
Witchin^^ bright is the (roUcsome scanq> 

Who should be safely sleeping. 
Cooing and crowing in innocent glee — 

Laughing and cuddling, she clambers my knee; 
And this is the message she whispers to me: 

*'Pai a cake, baker-man I " 

''Pat a cake, pat a cake, baker-man** — 

(Two little palms are dapixngl) 
"Pat a cake, pat a cake, fast as you can;^ 

(Ten Htde fingers tqppngi) 
** Roll it and pick it and mark it with * B * 

Pat a cake as fast as you can; 
And toss it in die oven for baby and me. 

Pat a cake, baker-man!** 

One litde head with its sunshmy curls 

Nesdes upcfa my shoulder ; 
One Htde form — ^*tis a dear litde girTs — 

Lies in die arms diat enfold her ; 
Troubles forgotten and soothed and caressed. 

Dreamily, drowsily sinking to rest — 
And lulled by die lullaby she loves the best : 

"7>a/ a cake, haktr-manr 
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^Pat a cake» pat a cake» baker-man** — 

(Two Etde palms are beatingl) 
''Pat a cake, pat a cake, fast as you can; 

(Ten Ktde fingers meeting!) 
"RoQ it and pick it and mark it with 'B*- 

Pat a cake fast as you can ; 
And toss it in the oven for baby an me. 

Pat a cake» baker-manl** 

Cunninj^y folded is each tiny pahn — 

Baby is softly sleefMng; 
Over her features so tenderly cahn. 

Sweet baby smiles are creq>ing. 
One and another th^ quickly appear—^ 

Two darling dimples are hovering near; 
And these are the words that Tm bending to hear: 

*'Pat a cake, baker-manl " 

"Pat a cake, pat a cake, baker-man** — 

(Two little palms caressingi) 
"Pat a cake, pat a cake, fast as you can;** 

(Ten little fingers i»ressingl) 
"Roll it and pick it and mark it with 'B*- 

Pat a cake hat as you can; 
And toss it in the oven for baby and me. 

Pat a cake, baker-manl** 



SONGS PROM THS HSART OP THINGS. 101 



COMIN' HOME THANKSGiVIN'. 



I 



*VE dean f ergot my rheumatiz — 
Hain*t naiy Hmp nr hobble ; 
Tm feeKn* like a tuik^-KX)ck — 
An* ready *mo8t to gobble ; 
Fm woddn* spiy, an* steppin* high — 

An* thinkin* life worth livin* ; 
Per all the childien*8 comin* home — 
All comin* home Thanksgivin*. 

There's Maiy up at Daiby Town, 

An* Sally down at Goshen, 
An* Billy out at Kirkersville, 

An* Jim — who has a notion 
That Hackl^burg*s the very place 

Per which his soul has stnven; 
Th^*re all a-comin* home ag*in — 

All comin* home Thanksgivin*. 

Yes — yes I Th^*re all a-comin* back ; 

There ain*t no i(s n r maybes. 
The boys *11 fetch the*r wives an* Idds; 

The gals, the*r men an* babies. 
The ol* place will be upside-down; 

An* me an* Mammy driven 
To roost out in the locus* trees — 

When th^ come home Thanksgivin*. 
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Per Mary she has diree *r four 

MtBcheeoom Htde tykes, sir. 
An* SaDy has a houseful more — 

You never seen the like» sir; 
While Jim has six, an* Billy ei|^ — 

Th^*D tear the house to flinders, 
An* dig the cdlar out in chunks 

An* (Mtch it tfuough the winders. 

The gals *D tag me to the bam; 

An* cHmb the mows, an* waller 
AD over cv*iy ton o* hay — 

An* lau^ an* scieam an* hdler. 
The boys *D git in this an* that ; 

An* git a Hckin* — p*r*aps, sir — 
Jest like tfae*r daddies used to git 

When they was little chaps, sir. 

But — lavfzeeHoiel — w*y, I won*t carel 

Fm jest so glad th^*re comin*, 
I have to whisde to the tune 

That my ol* heait*s a-hunmiin*I 
An* me an* Mammy — wdl, we diink 

It*s good to be a-livin*, 
Sence aD the childien*s comin* home 

To qpend the day Thanksgivin* I 
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MY CRAN'DADDY'S HDDLE. 



Y Gran*(la(ldy*s fiddle^ he often sakL 
Was made from a piece o* the tnmdie-bed 
That the famous oi* Hi^^iland chief, Rob Roy, 
Was su{^)osed to sleep in when he was a boy; 
An* the hair o* the bow, Fve heerd him swear. 
Was a part o* the tafl o* the oi* gray mare 
That Tam 0*Shanter was ridin* the night 
The witches give him that awful fright; 
An* the wood o* the bow, he*d oft eiq>lain. 
Was a sliver o* Bobby Bums*s cane — 
The one that oF Bobby was proud to swing, 
G>min* home from Ayr, on a ** Highland Fling!** 

Wdl, that may be true — an* it may not be; 
But there*s one thing certain an* sure to me : 
When my gran*dad took his fiddle an* all. 
From its place on the white-washed kitchen wall. 
An* twisted the k^ an* kerplunked the strings — 
Then I heerd the rustle o* angels* wings ! 
An* he*d pat his foot, an* he*d nod an* beck. 
As he fondly fingered his fiddle*s neck. 
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Till his ol* bent bow*<l wliq> tluou^ the air, 
like the swishin* tail of 0*Shanter*8 maie ; 
An* the strains that rose on the atmosphere 
Made me fed that heaven was drawin* nearl 



Widi his eyes half-dosed, an* his wrinkled chin 
*Cross the tail of his fiddle, he*d begin; 
An* the tune he played was the song of birds. 
An* the sighm* breeze, an* the whispered words 
Of a love made up of a maiden*s loss 
An* a sweet half-hour of immortal blissl 
Then I knowed somehow — when he played that tune- 
That his heart was bade on the banks o* Doon; 
That she was a lass, an* he was a lad — 
An* the bKss of a kiss was the wealth th^ had I 
An* the teardrops sli{^)ed from his half-shut eyes. 
As the rain-drops dripped from the doudy skiesi 

But he*d heave a sigh, an* he*d stretdi an* yawn 
As he twanged the strings — an* go fiddlin* on; 
An* the dieers o* men an* the dash o* sted. 
In the mountain glen — an* the fSbtodk$ peal. 
Was the min(^ed sounds that shriDed an* roared 
From the tortured soul o* the soundin*-boardI 
Then the tune he*d diange to the screedi an* scream 
Of oT Gitty Sark— tin the baleful gleam 
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Of the oF hag's eyes seemed to flash an* glow 
On the end of his flyin* fiddle-bowl 
An* rd stop my ears — an* the sounds was lost 
In the roaiin* stream diat oF Gray Meg crossedl 

Wdl, of course diat was years an* years agol 
But my gran*dad*s fiddle an* snakewood bow 
On the kitchen waU is suspended still; 
An* light near at hand, on the wmder-«ll. 
Is his brass-rimmed specs an* his pqpe o* day 
That he used to smoke on a rainy day — 
When I was a youngster, an* climbed his knee 
An* begged him to fiddle a tune to me. 
An* at odd times yet, when the fire bums low, 
I can see the flash of his fiddle-bow, 
An* can hear the twang o* the tunm* strings — 
An* the distant rustle o* angels* wingsl 
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THE HFER OF THE BUCK RUN BAND. 
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ElATHER hot as pq>per — an* the pec^le South an* Nordi 
Triggin* out to celebrate the great an* (prions Fourth; 
Sleq>y July momin* — an* the folks in Clovertown 
FBngin* out the*r banners an* a-doin* things up brown; 
Pinks an* roses noddin* to the birds up in the trees» 
Flags an* buntin* wavin* in the lazy summer breeze; 
RoUin* up from Morganville an* ripplin* *cross the land — 
Comes the music of the fif er of the Buck Run Band : 

" That gal that gal that party Me gal— 

That gal I left behind me ; 
That gal that gal that party little gal — 

The gal they calljemimeel 
I slipped ctsxi^ 
At the break o* day — 

An' I thought she couldn't find me; 
But she's come to town. 
In her gingham gown — 

The gal I left behind mel " 

Big of clumsy wagon with a Coimestoga bed — 
Wheels all painted yaller, an* the body green an* red — 
RattHn* up the vall^ with a heavy four-hoss load, 
*Cross the hills of Morganville an* down the Clements road; 
Hosses strung with jing^* bells an* buckles an* the like, 
Qouds o* dust a-roDin* as th^ rumble *long the pike. 
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''Let *em know youVe comin*, boys — strike up an* show yV 

sandl** 
An* it*s tben we hear the fifer of the Buck Run Band! 

Up hill, dawn hill — >^' an a-drummin', 
Down hill, up hill — into town a-comin'; 
Great an' small — eo'ryhod^ an his wtfe 
Steppin' to the music of the drum an' fife. 
** Double-^uickl '' They're a^comin' into sight; 
''Hip'hurrahl Sing U out wUh all y'r ndghL 
Bless my soul I Good people, this is grand — 
Couldn't roll a wheel wUhout the Buck Rtm Band I" 

Mother twice as hiq;^ as the sununer day is long; 
Dad a-bubblin* over an* a-breakin* into song, 
Hununm* an* a-whis1in* — if he had a few more dran)s» 
He woukb*t swap his trousers fer a pair o* Uncle Sam*sl 
Qiildren s wiggui* lemonade — an* all the gals an* chaps 
Luggin* stiip-ed 'barber-poles* an* eatin* ginger-snaps; 
People standin* open-mouthed around the speakers* stand — 
But a-list*nin* to the music of the Buck Run Band! 

Yankee Doodle I King an' clown — 

An' all their blood relation — 
Has tumbled into Clooertown, 

To 'tend the celebratiorL 
If you gtt there before I do. 

Jest tell 'em I'm a-comin'; 
But clear the track iphen the band comes through, 

A'fifin' an' a-drumndn'. 
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Yankee ^Doodle — what a tbnel 

Yankee Doodle dandy I 
Spend y'r nickeb an yr dimes — 
An* treat y'r gab to candy f 

Cdebration 8 over, an* the day is past an* gone ; 
Out across the rocky hills, a-rumblin\ rattUn* on. 
Goes the big oF wagon disappeaiin* out o* sight — 
FoQered by a cloud o* dust an* swalleied by the night 
Still we stand an* listen; an* a sound comes floatin* back 
Down the stony Qements road, an* *long the wagon track - 
Sound that stirs our pulses like the pressure of a hand. 
It*s the music of the fif er of the Buck Run Band I 

" That gal, that gal, that party little gal— 
The gal I Uft behind me; 
That gal, that gal, that party little gal — 
The gal the^ calljemimeef 

I told her to stiQf 

At home today — 
Bat, the jade, she wouldnt mind me; 

Sbe^s tagged me to town. 

In her gingham gown — 
The gal I left behind mel '' 
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*' fVhtn the yftar grows old" 
Poem -WHEN THE YEAR GROWS OLD. 
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GRAN'DADDY LONCLEGS. 

HROUGH the dreamlike mist that floats 

Up the path of childhood, 
like a night bird's plaintive notes 

Pq)ing bom the wiUwood, 
G)mes the singsong direnody 

Of a fmrin-boy roaming 
Fair adown die dewy. lea» - 

In the dudgr gloaming: 

*' Gran daddy Longlegs — 
Withy'rstr^dtrousiz— 
Take y'r longea' p'inttr an 
Tell me where w^ corns isl** 

0*er the dover rank and sweet 

Floats the cowbell's tinkle; 
Out b^ond the rq>*ning \^heat 

Fireflies are a-twinkle; 
In and out among the hedge 

Nimble hares are leaping. 
And along the forest's edge 

Dark and dank, is creq)ing: 

** Gran daddy Longlegs 
Tell me where my cows ia, 
'R rU pull }f'r pointer off ^ 
An' spde y'r strips trouski '' 
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Yean of peace have come and gone— 

Oasfa and blare of battle, 
Yet the farm-boy still plods on 

Hunting for the catde; 
And his singsong threnody 

Sets my pulses beating, 
im my lips move liqpingty — 

All my soul rq>eating: 

" Grandadd^ Langlegs — 
With yr striped troasts— 
Take y'r longes' pointer an^ 
Tell me where my com isl '^ 
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GRANDPA'S CHRIS'MAS IN THE CITY, 



w 



*EN Qiris'mas time coined round las* yeai; 

Tbe weatfier was a-snowm*; 
Nen w*en it turned off sharp an* dear 

The win* conunenced a-blowin*. 
An* sent the snowflakes whidin* by 

im we could hardly see the slqr. 
An* piled the drifts ist aafulhi^ — 

An* filled the roads an* hollers; 
im pa *lowed: **It *D make the train 

Ist hump *endf with mig^t an* main. 
To keq> the track she f oDers.** 

My gran*pa lives in Qovertown; 

An* 501116 folks thinks it*s witty 
To say he*s ist a ** country down** — 

*Cause thejf live in the dty. 
But we live in the dty. too — 

An* wouldn*t know ist w*at to do, 
*R how we ever could gU through. 

If we*d no good d* gran*pa; 
Fer he ist sen*s us lots o* things. 

An* w*en he comes he aDuz brings 
A basketful — an* granmal 
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My gran*pa*8 ist the bestes* man, 

Ther* ain*t no one above him ; 
An* pa says — "built on such a plan 

*At folks can*t help but love himi** 
My gran*ma*8 ' mas ' as good as him. 

An* kin* o* tall, an* stooped, an* slim; 
An* says — " my ^es is growm* dim,** 

W*en she can*t read the papers; ' 
She calls me — ^''precious little lamb,** 

Ncn pves me tarts an* beiry-jam — 
An* lau{^ at all my capers. 

Wdl, Chris*mas eve my pa says: " Rain 

*R shme, I think y*r gran*pa 
*L1 come up on the evenin* train — 

An* bring along y*r gran*ma. 
We won t *ave very long to wait, 

*Nless *at pesl^ train is late — 
A-wadin* drifts across the state, — 

So huny *r youll miss *eml 
G>me, hus*le on y*r things — le*s go 

Right down an* meet the Z. an* O^ 
An* be the firs* to kiss *eml** 

W*en we got to the station, dier* 
Was heaps o* ingmes shriekin* ; 

An* smoke an* cinders evcr*wher* — 
An* car-wheds ist ascreakin^ 



SONGS PROM THE HBART OP THINGS. 118 



My pa says: ** W*y, tlie Z an* O. 

*S aVeady m ; Yd Hke to know 
W*at*s *come of *at oT gran*pa, diou^^ — 

Him an* his tiq)s an* gran*ma.** 
Nen some one come a-nishin* in. 

An* chucked me undemeaf die chin — 
An* dier* was dear oT gran pal 

Oh, ain*t my gran*pa awful nicel 

He picked me up an* squeezed me. 
An* says ; " Y*r face is coF as ice!** 

Nen lynched my chedLs an* teased me. 
An* *en right back o* wher* he stood 

I seen a shawl an* quilted hood. 
An* heard my gran*ma — ain*t she goodi — 

Say: **I mus* *ave a kiss, dear I 
Las Chris*mas time, a year ago. 

You oxned to our house dirou{^ die snow; 
So we*ve comed up here Ak year.** 

My gran*pa wored his shaggy coat 

An* great big woolty mittens. 
An* had a thing tied roun* his throat — 

*At looked }Skit fuzzy kittensl 
His cowhide boots was greasy-black; 

An* *en he had upon his back 
A fat an* shiny caipet-sack — 
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Oiif how his ^es did twinklel 
His nose was Ion* o* rosy-red, 

A gray fur cap was on his head — 
He looked ist like Krb KrinkUl 

An\ oh, the time we had nex* day 

W*en we went out a-walkm*l 
Fer gran*pa he was very gay — 

An* never stoi^)ed a-talldn*. 
We pedced in aO the winders wide. 

An* bought 'mos* eyer*thing inside — 
Nen I got sick, ist *cau8e I tried 

To eat up aO my candy ; 
An* gran*ma kug^ed, an* *Iowed she guessed 

At Chris*mas times *twas alluz bes* 
To *ave a dodor handy I 

My gran*ma says she never dreamed 

O* halfw good a time, sir; 
An* gran*pa says it rely seemed 

Like ever*diing was prime, sir; 
An* lows *at nex* year he*ll come back 

Along die snowy railroad track 
An* bring his shiny carpet-sack 

An* lots o* diings — an* granmal 
An* ma says: *' Ain*t he ist loo goodl 

I don*t see how we ever could 
Have Chris*mas without gran pal *' 
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THE MITTEN. 

RAN*MAM setdn'bytfaefire 

Wiped *er $pecs an* rubbed *er lashes* 
Hitched *er cheer a Etde nigher — 

Dipped *er jHpe into the ashes; 
Said in half-pr vokin* tone — 

As she wound *er ball o* knittin*: 
''Better leave die gals alone, 

*R you1l maybe git the mitteni** 

''Well** said I/M must agree 

You*re unconmum good at guessin* — 
Poldn* of y*r fun at me. 

An because you see me dressin*. 
Fm a-goin* to spellin*-school ; 

My, jest see how late it*s gittm*!** 
Gran*mam said: *" Dont be a f ool, 

*R you*ll maybe git die mitteni** 



Thiou{^ die medder, down the mad — 
^di die stars above me bfinldn*, 

I kq>* tusdin* widi the load; 
Iveqpm up a Tonffity ttiinkin** 
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Here was purty Lay Stone, 
Plump an* playful as a kitten — 

** Better leave the gals alone, 

*R you1l maybe git die mitteni** 

W*en die spdlin^-school was out 

An* die boys an* gals was matin*» 
I — a-wras*Hn* hope an* doubtl — 

Stood there like a dunce a-waitm*; 
Fdt my face a-burom* red. 

While my heart was faidy spKttm*. 
••Now *r never, Jim!** I said; 

••An* you*ll maybe git the mitteni** 

There she come, a purty pout 

Round *er rosy lq;>s a-flitdn*; 
I jest stuck my dbow out — 

•• *R you*ll maybe git die mitteni*' 
WdL I fixed die matter diere, 

All in *bout a half a minute; 
Got the mitten fair an* square — 

But'er little hand was in HI 
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' / loiter an dream as I feast on the sound. 
Poem -JUST LAZYIN* ROUND. 
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THE OLD COUNTRY DANCE. 

ULL moon shinin* bright as da^]{^t, 

Nq> o* frost in die ey*nin* air; 
Country dance at die Widder Manrd*s — 

or Ben Savage fiddUn* diere ; 
CrackUn* flames. in die blackened chimbty, 

Ni|^t wind knoddn* at die door ; 
Brass clock tiddn* <m die mantd, 

Shuffin* shoes on die puncheon floor; 
Big John Deedrick caOin* otf — 
Jaybird Died widi die Whoo|Hn*-GHi^I 

'' Balance four, an shake the ground; 
Lad^ in the center an se^en hands round I ** 

''Next couple lead to the right an balancel ** 

Cowhide boots an* calfskin shoes — 
Jim Hess dandn* widi Tildy Fuller, 

Pe^eg Jones with Sindy Hughes; 
Linsqr-woolsey frock an* wammus — 

''Lead to the next, an balance fourl ** 
or Ike Hawk an* ^ Widder Marvel — 

Purtiest dancers on die floor; 
Big John Deedrick callin* loud: 

** Ming yr feet, an fling 'em proud I 
Shake y r shoes an let *em fall — 
Alaman4eft, an promenade alll ** 
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'* Fourth couple lead to the right an balance T' 

Long Sam Biown an* Susan SkkeAd — 
Him as slim as a cotton clo*eslinet 

Her as fat as a feather bed ; 
House-dog sleefHU* on die hearthstone — 

"Balance four, an circle three I " 
Pegleg Jones in a peck o* trouble — 

Cork leg*s worked loose at the kneel 
Over die hills an* a great ways off. 
Jaybird died widi the whooiHn*-cou(^ I 

"Shake y r shoes an let *em pound — 
La^ in the center, an seven hands roundl** 

Full moon sinkin* *hind the treetops. 

Rooster crowin on die hill ; 
Country dance at die Widder Marvd*s — 

or Ben Savage fiddlin* still; 
Big John Deedrick still a-calfin* — 

"Lead to the right, an balance four T 
Fire gone out m die blackened chimbly — 

Night wind rattlin* at die door ; 
Big John gap*s an* rubs his jaw, 
FlDs his cheek widi another chawl 

"Shake yr heels an let * em fall — 
Alaman''Ufl$ (xn promeruide alll*^ 
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POP^PAW TIME. 

*EN die hazdnut drops from its rusdin* pod. 

An* the woods *re a painted dream, 
W*en die sycamcnre ball at the season s call 

Floats away on die dandn* stream. 
Then I feel Hke I used to feel years ago — 

An* I naturdy talk in rhyme; 
Fer m some way I know by die marks that show — 

It*s gittm* *boiit pc^paw time. 

I can see the bald slope o* the sand-rock fidd 

An* die windin* oF county road, 
An* die patch on the hill where we*d eat our fill 

O* die best ones diat ever growed; 
I can see die ol* fence where we used to rest. 

After maldn* die weary climb — 
An widi silent accord we *ld thank the Lord, 

That He ever made pop-paw timel 

OhI weVe grizaded oF men who were meny lads— 

An* the seasons go hurryin* <m; 
But die pqp-paw patch where die redbirds hatch 

b die same as in years diat*s gone. 
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An* the fall wind sings as it used to sing* 

Like die breath ci a distant chime; 
An* die np*nin* fruit is as sure to suit — 

Fer it*s jest comin* pop-paw time. 

W*en the wodd appears cold an* my lot locks haid. 

An* this life seems a tanj^ed snare. 
Then I gaze dirough my tears at those distant years — 

An* I lose ev*iy eardity care; 
Fer die heart of a mortal wont go far wrong, 

An* he*D never do no great crime, 
If he*D diink o* die days an* die wildwood ways — 

That he travded in pqp^w time! 
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" The woodland sere and the dying year," 
Poem -A TOAST TO OCTOBER. 
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WEN PA SHAVED OFF HIS BEARD. 
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*EN pa shaved off his beard one day. 

He was the awf *Iest-lookm* sight I 
Us chOdien screamed an* run away — 

An* ma, she couldn*t sleq> *at nig^t 
W*y, she ist fairly stormeJf an* said : 

** If I looked mean as you do, Td 
Go out an* soak my noodle head — 

An* *en sneak off somewheres an* hideT* 

Well, pa got riled, an* says — says he : 

"" Youre makin* of a great to-do 
*Bout nothin* as it *pear8 to me ; 

You*re feared *at 1*11 look younger *n you I ' 
*'Look younger?** ma says kind o* ca*m; 

** You*ve took a purty way to try I 
W*y, you look older *n Abraham — 

An* uglier *n ol* Bill Nyel 

Nen ma she hiked right off to bed; 

An* pa went in the Ebraree, 
An* took me on his lap an* said: 

*'Now, Bob, you see you look Eke me. 
You*ve got my moudi, youve got my grin. 

My eyes an* nose — they ain*t half bad; 
The same de^ dimple in y*r chm — 

Youre ist the image of y*r tbdl * 
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I didn't say a woid — but gccl 

Twas lucky diat the U^t was dim, 
•R pa'd *avc took me 'cross his knee — 

Fer makin' open fun o* him. 
I AaJtolaus^l So I says— "Pa, 

I s'pect rd better go to bed-" 
An* sneaked up stairs — an* me an* ma 

1st laughed till we was ntaAy deadi 

W*y, w*en my pa shaved off his beard, 

He looked as old as years an* years; 
An* w*en he grinned— nen I was *feared 

His moudi mi{^ swaller up his earsi 
Me look like pa — well, jeeminee/ 

My face ain*t long an* pale an* slim; 
He mayby sometime looked Hke me. 

But / wont n€Per look like ton/ 
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EASTER ON THE FARM. 
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NEVER think o* Easter day. 
But what my mind begins to stiay 
From present scenes* an* slip away 
Back down the tangled track o* yean — 
Bestrewed widi boyish hopes an* fears. 
Bedewed widi sweet an* bitter tearsi — 
UntO the ol* home place appears; 
An* inem*iy, widi its stibde art. 
Begins to play a tender part 
Upon die strings o* my ol* heart 
An* then — an* thai I seem to see 
The dear home faces, seem to be 
A boy again — an* feel the charm 
O* Easter Sunday oa die farm. 

A week *r two before the time. 
The price o* eggs *k] alluz climb 
The up*ard grade. ** lt*s jest a crime 
To eat *em,** mam *Id up an* say. 
**! mily hope die hens *D lay 
A lot of *em to take away 
To maricet; fer I want to pay 
Per winder-blinds an* ev*fydiing 
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To fix the spare room up this tprng. 
You boys must hunt die nests, an* bring 
The eggs to me before they freeze. 
Ther* am*t no use to whine an* tease 
Fer Easter eggs» an* \^iinq>er — ^*(Jease;* 
The times is hard, an* eggs is dear — 
You*Ye got to go without thb year 1** 

rd wink at Hank» he*d wink at me; 
Wed look at Poke— an* find that he 
Was up to snuff; an* then us three 
*Ld hurry out beneath the sheds» 
An* hunt among the carts an sleds 
An* thresh-machines an* wagon-beds» 
To find the eggs. We*d scratch our heads 
An* scheme an* plan ; an* slap our legs, 
A-chucklin* how we*d hide them eggs. 
We*d search the dim an* dusty mows. 
The clover hay above the cows ; 
An* in the bin behind the plows — 
Among the oats — we*d dig a hole, 
An* there we*d hide the eggs we stole. 

Well, when the eggs quit comm* in 
W*y, mam *ld scold an* we *ld grin ; 
An* pap *ld growl: ''It does beat sin 
About them hens I It *pears that they 
Are jest determined fhxy wont lay. 
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TheyVe no account; I hope an* pray 

TheyTl go to Halifax — an* sfcip/** 

An* mam *1<1 answer: "Good land, John, 

To see the way you cany on! 

But then it does beat aD — I sukml 

Them hens lay on an* never cease — 

When eggs ain*t worth a ctnt a{Mece; 

But when they're worth theV weight in gold — 

An* other folks has took an* sold 

A sight of *em, a;e*re in disgrace. 

Without an egg q)on the place!** 

So mam *ld grumble an* lament; 
An* pap *ld scold an* give full vent 
To aD his wrath an* discontent : 
•* It*s jest the way, now ! When you sent 
To market, you f ergot about 
My phig-tobacker, F ve no doubt ; 
An* here Fm *most entir^ out 
An* then you mif^t *ave saved a few 
Fresh eggs fer Easter Sunday, too; 
I dont see what the boys *11 do.** 
Then we*d rush off an* rob the bin. 
An* bring the bushel-basket in 
Quick full o* eggs; an* mam *ld grin. 
An* pap *ld kind o* cough an* smile — 
An* say he knowed it aD the while! 
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An* diat*8 the reason why I say 

I never think o* Eastor day» 

But what my diou^ts 11 slqp away 

Off down the travded track o* years — 

Made musical with bearish cheersi — 

UntQ die lug log staUe rears 

Its roof in si(^ an* Inxne af^pears; 

An* mem*ry, with its magic art. 

Begins to play a tender part 

Upon die chords o* n^ ol* heart 

An* then — an* then it*s good to see 

The dear home faces, good to be 

A Ixqr again, an* know the charm 

O* Easter days iqpon die (arm! 
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' Gray dawn peeps in and sweetly smiles. 
Poem -GRAY DAWN. 
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POP GOES THE WEASEL 
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HE oddest stick I erer knowed 

Was Ebenezer Biddk; 
His pn^>er^ was two houn* piqM 

An* one oT sciealgr fiddle. 
He come to town in *fif^-foiir— 

The year mam had the m^isles; 
An* aD the time diat he could play 

Was— "Pop Goes the WeascL** 

Hb clones was rough, hb voice was gruff- 

His temper was a teazel; 
An' all the tune that he could play 

Was— ''Pop Goes the Weasell '' 

*Twas heeUan*-toe, an* for d-an*4>ackt 

An* up an* down the middle — 
W*en Ebenezer took his bow 

An* lossumed up his fiddle ; 
*Twas balance-allt an* circle-iound. 

An* whoq>-deKloozleKleezleI 
An* evryhody promenade 

To— ••Pop Goes the Weasdl** 

He drawed his bow an* let er go — 

His fiddle fer an easel; 
An* all the tune that he could play 

Was—'' Pop Goes the Weaseir* 
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He died at last, an* 8lii^>ed away 

To solve the fittiire*s riddle; 
An* people missed his hom^ face — 

But more th^ missed his fiddle. 
His funer*l was a big affair; 

The rain feD drizzle-dreezle» 
An* round his grave the whis*lin* wind 

Played— Top Goes the Weasel!** 

Hb voice VMS gruff, hb clones j»as rough- 

Hb temper Wis a teazel; 
An* all the tune that he could play 

Was— ''Pop Goes the Weasel I '' 
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NO CHRIS'MAS LIKE THER* USED TO BE. 
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ON'T talk o* Chria'mas — goodness mel 
It*s tiothin* like it used to be. 
When me ao' Hank an' Poke an' Jake 
'Ld whet our teeth on sorghum cake — 
The kind that mother used to make — 
Until our very jaws 'Id ache ; 
An* stand around the pot o* lard 
That she 'ad hung out in the yaid. 
An* watch the doughnuts b'ilin' hard 
An' lookin' fat an' crisp an' brown — 
As they was bobbin* up an* down. 
With dirty faces* greasy paws 
An' happy hearts^ we waited — *cau^ 
We knowed them things meant Santy Claus. 
Ther* ain't no Qiris'mas — no, siieel 
It's notfain' Hke it used to be. 

Don't speak o* pies, sir — mer^ sake I 
They're nothin* Hke she used to bake 
Fer me an* Hank an* Poke an* Jake — 
Ther's Doc an* Sam I *mo8t fergot; 
An' we Id eat 'em sizzfin'-hot, 
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An* cough an* choke; the tean *kl rise 
An* bum an* smart our hungiy eyes, 
Fer eatin* them *ere hot mince pies. 
An* Chris*mas eve that stingy Doc 
*Ld alluz aim to hang his sock 
Ri(^t underneath the wooden dock. 
An* in the cmter of the row; 
He thought he had a better show 
Fer Santy Qaus to see it there. 
Dont $peak o* Giris*masl I declare 
The times has changed; it*s pUin to see 
They*re nothin* like they used to be. 



Dont mention fun, sirl That *ere Hank 
Was up to ev*ry sort o* pranL 
He dearly loved to tease that lank. 
Impatient, fiery-tempered Poke — 
Who didn*t somdiow Hke a joke 
A bit more *n a cat Hkes smoke. 
So Hank *ld say: '' Poke*s such a pig. 
He thinks his socks ain*t hardly big 
Enough to hold his sheer o* things 
That Santy Qaus at Qiris*inas brings; 
We*ll have to take some straps an* strbg^ 
An* tie *em round his trouser-legs. 
An* hang *em on the hick*ry pegs 
Where pap hangs up die pouch an* gun.** 
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Aii*difindiey*(l tusslel W*y, thefim 
O* DoW'^-days — youH aD agree — 
Am*t nodim* Hke it used to bel 

An* SantydausI I am*t no doubt 

You people doat know nodiin* *bout 

The time we had a-findin* out 

Who Santy rely was; fer pap 

1x1 rub his shins an* stretch an* gi^*. 

As if he*s goin* to take a nap — 

A'-diinkin* up some derer trap 

To git us youngsters off to bed. 

An* yihea we*d gone he*d up an* q)read 

The ashes on the heaidi, an* tread 

Among *em, till you'd re*ty swear 

That Santy had been waUdn* there; 

An* scratch the sut aD off the flue, 

To show us where he*d wiggled through 

No, sir, dier* ain*t no times Hke we — 

But p*rap6 the change is jest in me. 

An* I ain*t like / used to bel 
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FOLLERW THE FIFE AN' DRUM. 
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HEN he was the litdest mite of a chap» 

W*y» jest let a fife an* drum 
Give a whislin* squeak an* a nmiUin* tap, 
An* he'd slide rij^t down from his mother's lap- 
Spedy'-wet-wee I Turn-hum! — 
An* wiggle along on the dusty floor. 
An* peek right out o* the cabin door, 
An* whimper an* whine an* coo fer more — 
Jest worshipped a fife an* drumi 

An* die presents he wanted at Chris*mas-time 

Was aDuz a fife an* drum; 
Didn*t seem to keer a stiver *r stime 
If they cost a dollar *r cost a dime — 

R uhhjf'duh^uh I Tum-bum I — 
He*d divide rij^t up with the neighbor bojrs, 
An* give *em the*r pick of his books an* toys; 
But he set folks cra^ — he made such a noise 

On his little toy fife an* drumI 

An* when he had growed to a sturdy lad 
He foDered the fife an* drum. 
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Till the ndghbon made fun — an* his folks got mad 
An* threatened the use of a hick*iy gad — 

Speely-wee I R uhh^vh ! TumJ>um I 
But whenever a circus come to town. 
He follered the wagons up the street an' down ; 
Didn't see the elephant, monkeys 'r down — 

But only the horns an' drum! 

Wdl, the years roDed round an* the vfBf hroke out; 

An* the sound o* the fife an* drum 
Was mingled with wail an* groan an* shout, 
Fef some hearts was weak an* some hearts was stout - 

R ubby-dab f Speely-wee ! Turn-bum I — 
So he throwed down his books an' he broke the rule* 
An* deserted his desk in the village school — 
An' his relatives called him an idle fool, 

Fer foller'n' the file an* drum I 



But he shouldered his musket an* marched away 

To the tune o* the fife an* drum; 
An* his parents they didn't have much to say» 
*Cept to whiqper his name an* weep an* pray — 

Tramp-tramp I Speely-weel Tum-buml — 
But the people all said: *'He*ll soon be back, 
Fer he hain*t no sand in his haversack ; 
An* he*ll git skeered out at his musket's crack — 
An* quit foller*n* die fife an* druml** 
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Thai a letter come home from the Simny South — 

*Twa8 writ on the head of a drum. 
An* stained with smcke from the cann<Mi*8 moudi ; 
An* the teardrops rained Hke a brealdn* drouth — 
Boom-iooml Speely-^veel Tam-buml — 
Fer die letter said: *'I have quit the strife 
O* taggb* after the drum an* fife; 
Fer mjr countiy*s flag I have give my life — 
Goodbye to the fife an* drumi** 
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THE OLD BRASS BAND. 



*VE a hungry heart f er mdocly» an eager ear f er tunei. 

An* Fve heard some touchin* music in my day; 
Fer Fve slumbered to the lullabies the ni^t wind croons. 

An* Fve wakened to the robin*s cheerful lay. 
Fve legaled my inner nature on the iedl»rd*s triDs, 

When the sassy varlet ockypied the land. 
An* Fve feasted on the murmur o* the ripplin* riDli — 

But diey*re nothin* to the ol* brass band. 

Fve rqoiced to ketch the whisper o* die wind-swq>t leaves, 

An* Fve shuddered at the ocean*s angiy roar; 
Fve barkened to the rusde o* the golden sheaves — 

An* the honey-bees a-buzzin* round the door. 
But ther* ain*t a note o* music in the whole wide earth 

That can touch me Hke a fairy*s magic waixl. 
That can fill my legs with ginger an* my heart with mirdi — 

Like the music o* the ol* brass band. 

Ahl but don*t I jest remember how the Hmms* Band boys 

Used to play before the ol* town-hall, 
no the whippoorwiD was drown-ded in the waves o* ndse — 

An* the liquid notes was floatin* over aD; 
Till the children left the*r playm* an* the women stopped the*r walk. 

An* the lovers stroDin* through the dewy shade. 
Quit die*r gende cooin* — ^*cause they couldn*t hear each odier talk, 

Fer the music that the oF band played I 
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They *1<1 start with '* Annie Laurie** — sweetest tune I ever heardl 

An* die solemn notes *1<1 echo far away» 
Then they*<l give a taste o* *' Listen to the Mockin*-Bir4** 

An* they*d foDer that with "DarUn* NeiUe Gray;** 
Till the dreamy notes *ld quiver in the starlit skies, 

An* the people held theV breath on ev*iy hand — 
Till rd find the teardrops trickHn* from my half-shut ^es» 

As I listened to the ol* brass band 1 



Ther*s a heap o* solid comfort to a man Uke me* 

In the thought that when we leave this earthly q)heie — 
When the golden goblet*s broken an* the soul*s set free, 

We shall sing the happy songs we sung when here. 
But ril never be contented with the music there. 

Though the golden harps be peaHn* loud an* grand. 
If ther* ain*t a brassy flavor in the air somewhere — 

Jest a mem*ry o* the ol* brass band I 
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THE DAN RICE SHOW. 

SUMMEIR-TIME an* Uossom-time, the bluebirds on the wing, 
Gratt a<^owin* greener — jest the raveled end o* spring; 
Roads a-gittin* dustier, the com six inches high, 
Lasiy turk^-buzzard drclin* in the sunny sl^ ; 
Wagon-wheels a-rumblin* down the credL to Bingham*s miH 
Dinner-horn a-tootin* at Van Foss«i*s on the hiD — 
Them*s the things that takes me back to forty years ago, 
W*en I traveled down to Rokeby to the Dan Rice show. 

// was left foot, right foU — 
Sttppin fast V daw; 
Trao'Un* down to Rokeby, 
To the 

Dan 
Rice 
Showl 

Dayli{^t jest a-comin* — an* the road a-stretchin* gray 
*Goss the hiDs to Rokeby half a dozen miles away — 
Seen me on my travels, f edin* mi^^ty l»g an* grand, 
A dollar in my pocket an* a doug^ut in my hand. 
W*en rd got to Douda Run an* town was drawin* near, 
Grcus horns a4ootm* USi iqpon my waitin* ear; 
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Roads was jammed an* crowded — people surgb* to an* fro, 
All a-trav'Un* down to Rokeby to the Dan Rice show. 

// was right foot, left foot — 
Trigged up spruce an nice; 
Lookin' fer the drcus, 
Andfer 

or 

Dan 
Rice I 

Village folks a-loafin* round an* loDin* in the shade, 
Eatm* hmiks o* gingeibread an* drinkin* lemonade; 
G>untiy gals a-gigglin* an* a-struttin* up an* down — 
Boys a-puffin* long dgars, as if they owned the town; 
Elqphant a-trumpedn*, giratfe a-eatin* hay, 
Grcus band a-tootin* like the devil was to pay; 
At the ticket-wagon — aU a-standin* in a row — 
Ev*rybody bought the*r tickets fer the Dan Rice show. 

// was left foot, right foot — 
Cawkin high an* low; 
Lookfn fer the monkeys 
In the 
Dan 
Rice 

Showl 

Kg tarnation drcus-ring — with sawdust on the ground. 
Mosses with the*r red cockades a-prandn* round an* round; 
or Dan Rice a-standin* there, with one hand on his hip — 
Bowin* to the audience an* crackin* of his whip; 
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Emma Lake a-sayin* — ^""Biiiig to me my sldppin'-hoop,** 

An* ol* John Lolo answeiin* — ^""She wants some chicken-soup;* 

Donkeys, monkeys, trick mules was a-dandn* heel-an*-toe, 

An' the people laughin*, chaffin' at the Dan Rice show* 

// Was right foot, left foot — 
Glad they *d paid the price ; 
Eo'ryhody gh>in' 
TAon^j to 

or 

Dan 
Ricet 

Forty years has come an' gone — an' seasons dry an' wet; 
Things has changed a heap sence then, but I remember yel 
How Charley Barker drug a drunken feller from the ring — 
An' all the while the critter was a circus chap, b'jingi 
People whooped an' hollered till they nearly bust the tent; 
Drunkard got upon a boss, an* round the ring he went, 
Jerkin* off his ragged duds an' givin' 'em a throw — 
An' ol* Charley he l^erfiammixed at the Dan Rice Show I 

// was left fooU right foot — 
Forty years ago; 
Ev^ry^hody happy 
At the 
Dan 
Rice 
Shomt 
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SICHT^ON^SEEN. 

IND o* tradin* sight-on-seen I 

*F I can make you understand — 
T I can teU you what I mean, 

Jine with me, an* hand in hand 
Le*s jest up an sUp away 
*Mong the shadders cool an* gray; 
Swap the dust f er fresh-mowed hay, 

Danddi*ns an* fidds o* green. 
Change September back to May — 

Jest like tradin* sight-on-seen. 

Swan to gracious I *F I could see 

Them ol* days, an* be once more 
Som^hin* like I used to be — 

Tough an* hearty to the core; 
Feel my pockets bulgin* wide. 
With the*r load o* things inside — 
Marbles, hooks an* lines, an* dried 
Fishin*-worms, an* stuff — l-jingl 

rd jest swap the years between 
Now an* then, fer anything — 

Kind o* tradin* sight-on-seen. 

*Tain*t no use o* waitin* ! Le*s 
Naturely jest amble back 

Down the road to hairiness — 
*Long the ol* foot-beaten track 




' Where the beech trees lock <"><' lean/' 
Poem —SIGHT-ON-SEEN. 
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Runnin* up from Bingham*8 iiiill» 
Through the Geddes place* untfl 
Tired an* tuckered-out we stop* 
Zigzag back an* forth an* drop 
Down acrost the Bishop hiD ; 
G>ol our bare feet in the grass. 

Where the beech trees lock an* lean 
Up above us as we pass — 

Sort o* tradin* sight-on-seen. 

Le*s *xchange this feverish life, 

Gallin* care an* shaip distress — 
Swap these busy days o* strife 

Fer an hour o* idleness; 
Le*s stretch out an* bat our eyes 
At the dqpths o* summer skies. 
Where the turkey-buzzard lies 
Anchored in the upper air — 
Far above the hilltops, where 
Mingled waves o* shade an* sheen 

Lap among the gold an* green 
Harvest-fields an* pastur*-lands — 

Tradin* with *em sight-on-seen I 

Sort o* tradin* sight-on-seen I 

*F I could make you understand — 
*F I could teQ you what I mean. 

Step by step an* hand in hand 
We*d jest creep an* lazy on, 
Down the wood-path to the pon* — 
Like we done in days that*s gone; 
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Stretch full-length upon die steq> 
Overhangm* bank, an* peep 
At two pain o* bhie eyes keen 

Smilin* at us throu^^ die deep, 
Dim an* sleepy water-scieen — 

Tiadin* widi us sight-on-seeni 

Tain*t no use o* wishin*, thou|^l 

Life jest hurries on an* on; 
Used to wait fer days to go — 

Now it seems they*re up an* gone 
*Fore we have a chance to see 
Where we are. An* there we be— 
Glandn* at eternity I 
Yet, if I could have ni(jf way, 
Give me back the fresh-mowed hay» 

Dandeli*ns an* fidds o* green; 
Turn Sq)tember back to May — 

Jest like tradin* sight-on-seen 1 
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WINTER IN THE LAP O' SPRING 



I 



T*S the most pr Voldn* ncHiseiise 

That I ever heerd about! 
Here*8 the dandelTiis a-Uoomm* 

An* the Johimy-junqp-ups out; 
Here*8 the cheny trees In blossom 

An* the bluebirds on the wing—* 
But ol* Winter*s stiD a-Iinger*n* 

In the flow*ry lap o* Spring. 

It*s enou|^ to make a hoAf% 

Temper fairfy bfle an* fizz. 
Jest to see that gray ol* codger — 

Stiffened up with rheumatizl— 
Limpin* round among the posies; 

But the most disgustin* thing 
b to see the dotard loDm* 

In the lap o* rosy Spring. 

**She*s as purty as a jHcturel** — 
Poels say, an* praise *er form. 

Claim *er eyes *re bright an* sparkHn* 
An* *er breadi is sweet an* warm; 
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But I own that it amazes 
Me to see that maiden fling 

Both *er arms around ol* Winter I — 
Tm a little down on Spring! 

W*y, it*s set the people talkin 

*Bout the bold an* shameless pair. 
An* the peach-trees *re a-blushin* 

At the scanderlous atf air ; 
W*ile the rolnns *re so shamed, sir. 

That they skeercely dare to sing — 
Fer that villain*s still a-cuddlin* 

In the lap o* balmy Spring! 
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Hi life is but a comedy — 
A mad and merry comedy I — 

When years are few, 

And sun and dew 
A glitter light the scene ; 
When fays and gobHns antic 
Indulge in pranks romantic. 
And lads and lassies linger — 
Making love upon the green ; 
When love's stream flows the dearest* 
The purest and the dearest. 
And every lip is drinking — 

And every soul athirst; 
Then life is but a comedy — 

A comedy at first I 

But life's a melodrama true — 
A stirring melodrama, tool — 

When blades are drawn* 

And brain and brawn 
Are ready for the fray ; 
When groans and laughter mingle, 
And spurs and scabbards jtngle. 
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And sheen and shadow — half and half- 

G>mpose the busy da3r; 

When joy shakes hands with sonow, 

And clown and vilUan borrow 

Each other's robes, to foul the plot — 

And part to meet again; 
Then life's a melodrama true — 

A melodrama, then I 

Yet life is but a tragedy — 

A grim and gloomy tragedy I — 

When lights fade out. 

And cheer and shout 
No longer din the stage ; 
When youth and love are hated. 
And sin and sorrow mated, 
And Charon s bony fingers 
Clutch the skinny hand of age; 
When hours and moments speeding. 
And days and years receding. 
Jeer mockingly adown the path 

That leads unto the past; 
Then life is but a tragedy — 

A tragedy at last I 
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A DAY AND A DOG AND A BOY. 

ROM die days of King Cole — that most merry old soul I ^ 

And his fiddler-men, one, two and three. 
Men have wondered and thought, and have clamored and fought. 

Over what can tnie happiness be. 
I have pondered for years; and to me it appears 

That the finest example of joy. 
That the world has e'er known, in this trio is shown i 

Just a day and a dog and a boyl 

Just a dayl — WeD, a day when all nature is gay. 

And the folk of the fidds and the air — 
Of the lanes and the woods — meet to market their goods. 

At the riotous midsummer fair. 
*Tis the time, of all times, when love*s speech runs to ihymes 

And true hairiness knows no alloy ; 
And die season was made, with its sunshine and shade*— 

For a day and a dog and a boy! 

Just a dog! — ^Any kind that the youngster can find, 

Litde matter the blood or the breed ; 
It may be big or small, it may be squat or tall — 

Just a dog, a mere dog, is the need! 
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It must have, widiout id^ at least part of a tail 

That win wig-wag at eveiy ahoy; 
And must romp with its mates, where the solitude waits- 

For a day and a dog and a boyi 

Just a boy! — ^Any lad, any rosy-chedced tad. 

Any sturdy-limbed urchin will do; 
But his feet must be light and his ^es must be brij^t. 

And his heart must be honest and true. 
For the fidd folk are shy — and from strangers they fly. 

And die sprites of the woodland are coy; 
Yet they love to diqK>rt with a group of this sort — 

Widi a day and a dog and a boy I 
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THIS IS EARTH. 

PON the highroad stretching gray 

From Odierwhere to Odierway — 
And tuning oft and reaching (ar 
In endless length from star to star. 
Through foreign climes and distant lands — 
A litde wayside tavern stands; 
And he who seeks the Door of Birdi, 
Reads on the portal — **This is EartL^ 

Each travder — by God*s own gracel — 
Is sure to find a biding place; 
For prince and pauper min|^e there, 
And peasant-maid and lad|y fair 
Are lodged beneath the slgr*s blue diatch 
Where zqphjrrs sing and sunbeams hatch; 
And seated at one common board 
Are man and master, lout and lord. 

Each nameless wight that strag(^ in 
But he^ to swell the blare and dm 
Of flashing blades and clashing creeds. 
Of peacdike words and warlike deeds; 
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And yet the pilgrim so inclined 

A qui^ cozy spot may find. 

Where he may dream the night away — 

And leave next mom at break of day. 

The vagrant tarries but a day — 
A nig^t — then quickly takes his way, 
With pallid face and hurried breath. 
Out through the opra Door of Death; 
And catching up his staff and pack 
Hods on, nor pauses to look back; 
Takes what he brought, nor less nor more. 
And leaves — his tracks iqxm the floor! 

When far adown the dusty road, 
He heaves a sigh and shifts his load; 
And shidding with his trembling hand 
His ^esight, from the glaring sand. 
He peers along the way bqrond — 
A houseless, homeless vagabond ! — 
And drops a tear — he feels the worth 
Of this old wayside tavern, Eardil 
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SPRING HERALDED. 



Hi the sunshine told the bludlMrd 

And the bluebiid toM the brook. 
That die danddTns were peq>mg 

Fnxn the woodland's sheltered nook; 
So the brook was bUthe and happy. 

And it babbled all the way, 
As it ran to tell the river 

Of the coming of the May. 

Then the river told the meadow 

And the meadow told the bee, 
That the tender buds were swelling 

On the old horse<hestnut tree; 
And the bee shook off its torpor. 

And it spread each gau^ wing. 
As it flew to tell the flowers 

Of the coming of the spring. 

Then each flower toM its neighbor 

And each nei^^bor told its fiiend. 
That the stormy days were over 

And the winter at an end ; 
While the blue sky smiled above them 

And the birds began to sing — 
And the land grew bri{^ with {^dness 

At the coming of the springi 
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TOMMY GANDERFOOT. 
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*EN the country roads is drKted deep with snow. 
An* the icy wmds o* wmter howl an* blow ; 

W*en the naked tree-tops shiver 

*Long the frozen credc an* river. 
An* the merciny stands ten degrees below^ 
Then I take the ol* tin lantern from its peg, 
Down the squeaky, screaky stairs I stretch a leg. 

To the dim an* dusky cellar 

Wher* the dder gittin* meller. 
Hums an* sings a tune in dusty l>ar*l an* keg: 

**GoiU Tommy GandtrfootI — 

Go U big an' bold; 
Fill y*r cup an drink *tr up — 

Ftr some day you II be old I 
Go it. Tommy GandtrfootI — 

Go it while you're young; 
*F you cant turn the faucet, bcf^ — 

Suck 'cr out the bungl " 

Well, I turn my back upon the temptin* juice. 
An* commence to sortin* apples, Uke the deuce — 

*G'oss the apple bin a-bendin*. 

An* a-grumblin* an* pr*tendin* 
That fer dder I hain*t naiy mite o* use; 
But the tempter is a mighty cunnin* elf. 
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So at last I take the cracked mug from the shdf » 

Tum the faucet — an* the fizzlin* 

O* the cider» an* its drizzUn*, 
Soit o* sets my heart a-hummin* to itself: 

**Goit, Tommy Gandtrfootl — 

Go it fast an frtt; 
Fill yt mug an* pass the jug — 

That's good enough fer me I 
Go it. Tommy Ganderfootl — 

Go it while you re }^ung; 
Tum the cedar faucet V — 

Suck *cr out the burtgl ** 

Tommy Ganderfoot I I hear the tune today. 
Though some fifty years *r more has passed away* 
Sence Jim Spiker used to sing it 
From his heart an* lungs, an* fling it 
Up ag*inst the cabin rafters bent an* gray. 
*Round an* *round the sandy floor he*d sway an* swing - 
Dandn* back-step, double-shuffle, pigeon-wing. 
While our dder-mugs was cUnldn* 
An* our haj^y hearts was drinldn* 
To the measure of the song he loved to sing: 

**Go it. Tommy Ganderfootl — 

Go it stout an* strong; 
Drink on sing an' have ^'rfling-^ 

Fer life don't last fer long I 
Go it, Tomifpf Ganderfootl — 

Go it while you re }^ung; 
'F 3K>tf can't tum the faucet, Acjp — 

Suck *tr out the hungl " 
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Thoii{^ Ive washed my youdiful sins away in teais— 
Been a deacon in the church fer many years, 

Yet the endin* an* beginnin* 

Of my days o* reckless sinnin* 
*S left a weak place in my poor ol* soul, it *pears; 
Fer I sometimes git to longm*, don t you know, 
W*en the countiy roads is drifted deep with snow — 

Git to longin* an* a-thinkin* 

That I*d Hke to hear the cUnkin* 
O* the mugs, an* that ol* song o* long ago: 

"Go U, Tommy Canderfootl — 

Go it fast an* free; 
Turn the plug an' fill y'rjug — 

An' pass U up to me! 
Go it. Tommy Gander foot I — 

Go it while ^u' re young; 
Turn the cedar faucet V — 

Suck *^^ out the hurtgl " 
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"Along the oV Bald Eagle Creek a-rippUn* into rhyme," 
Pocm-BUMBLEBEES AND HOLLYHOCKS. 
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BUMBLEBEES AN' HOLLYHOCKS. 

YOURE welcome to yV poetiy» y*r anthems, an* y*r tunes; 
But then the bieeze among the tiees, on summer afternoons. 
Can sing a song that*s puitier*n any you*Id hear, 
If ev*ry tune beneath the moon was ringm* in y*r ear. 
Theie*s ihythm in the rusde of the ripe an* wavin* grain. 
An* melody in ev*ry k^ comes with the drizzHn* rain ; 
But stiU there am*t no music quite so good to me — by jocks I — 
As the buzzin* of the bumUdbees among the hollyhocks. 



I used to go to gran*mam*s, in the sunny summer time. 

Along the ol* Bald Eagle Creek a-ripplin* into rhyme. 

An* cross the bridge an* up the ridge — some hundred yards *r more — 

To where the phlox an* fourVdocks was bloomm* round the door; 

An* gran*mam she*ld greet me with a welcome loud an* shriD, 

An* hoo-hoo up to gran*dad in the cornfield on the hill 

But sweeter than the*r wdcome — than the smeD of pinks and phlox. 

Was the buzzin* of the bumblebees among the hollyhocks. 

Big red an* yeller hollyhocks, a-growin* round the door. 

Was noddin* in the sunshme till the*r shadders kissed the floor; 

An* big gold-banded bumblebees a-buzzin* high an* low 

Some posies missed — but hugged an* kissed the hollyhocks, you know. 
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*Twa8 fun to set an* watch *em through the long» sunshiny houis, 
An* fence *em up as prisoners by foldin* up the flow*rs; 
An* gran*mam — bless *er dear ol* hearti — sometimes my ears*kl box. 
Because in trappm* bumblebees Vd tmaped *er hollyhocks. 

I was jest a happy youngster then, with nothin* cm my mind. 

An* life was all ahead o* me — an* now it*s all behmd; 

An* still rd give my all to live them summers dirough once more, 

An* spend the hours an* smell the flow*rs in front of gran*mam*s door. 

Fm stooped an* feeble, wrinkled, grayr-my age three-score an* ten — 

Yet I can see the dear ol* place jest as I saw it then. 

So I doze an* dream of the ripplin* stream — of pinks and fourVdocks, 

An* hear the buzzin* bumbldbees *iiiong gran*mam*s hcJl^iocks! 
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"Up the long Newton Ridge." 

Poem — NEWTON RIDGE. 
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NEWTON RIDGE. 



u 



P tfie long Newton Ridge, where the highroad of gray 
Lies asleep in the blaze of the hot summer day; 
Where tfie byroads and hedges are drowsily sweet 
^ifik tfie smdl that exhales from the clover and wheat; 
Thtf e the fidds are as green and tfie flow*rs are as fair. 
And the lights on tfie scene are as rich and as rare, 
As they were in the days of my youth, when 1 played 
At die turn of the road, in die apple tree*s shade! 

Up the long Newton Ridgel — Why, it seems but a mfjtA 

Smce 1 gazed up tfie road, as it trailed out of sight, 

And 1 diought that die dust-cloud die summer breeze whirled 

0*er die tree-tops afar, marked the end of the world; 

And die village whose chimneys wtf e InDowing forth 

Their black volumes of smoke, a few miles to die north. 

Was a dty of wealdi, whose inhabitants rolled 

0*er their pavements of pearl, in dieir coaches of goldl 

Up the long Newton Ridge! — 1 am dreaming today 
Of its by-roads of green and its hig^woads of gray; 
And my souTs peqxng back throuj^ a chink m die waB 
Of die years diat divide, as 1 strive to recall 
An the dear sunny faces that smiled as thqr played 
At the turn of the road, m die apple tree*s shade; 
And the song in my heart is a plank in the bridge 
Over which 1 stray back to diat long Newton Ridge! ^ 
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DOWN AT HUGHES'S OLD SHOP. 



D 



OWN at Hughe8*8 oT thop I In the summers gone by» 

When the pastur*s was green, an* the tint o* the sky 
Was as mdtin*ly soft as the color that Ues 
In the love-lighted depths of a baby*s blue eyes; 
Where the brown country road comin* in from die west 
Met tfie one from the east, an* concluded to rest; 
Where the north road an* south road both come to a stop — 
There us bojrs used to frolic *round Hughes*s ol* shop^ 

Jimmy Hu(^es — tfie big smith — with a {xpe in his l^>s» 
With his apr*n tucked up an* his hands on his hips. 
Used to stand in the door till some farmor rode in — 
Then the bellows *ld wheeze an* the wodc *ld begm; 
An* the sweat-drops *ld gether an* start in a race 
Down the gullies an* seams on his wrinkled oY face; 
An* us barefooted youngsters *ld garnor die crop 
O* q>arks from tfie anvil, at Hughes*s oF shop. 

Down at Hu(^es*s oV shop! Where the road up the ridge 
Brung the pei^)erment smeD from the Deavor Run bridge; 
Where the road from the west, as it clambered tfie hiD, 
Bore die rumble an* roar o* the big water-mill; 
An* the north road an* south road was sweet with the scent 
That the dogwoods an* Mayapples lavishly lent — 
There we used to play marbles, an* black-man, an* hop- 
Stq>-an*-juiiq>, *round the comer o* Hughes*s of shop. 
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Th«rc was Kttic Tic Henry — a Ug one for noisel — 
Jim Lutgen, George Tet^ s» the three DameD boys ; 
Win Rogers* Wes Bishop* Gid Newton* Ev Scott* 
Marp EJlis* Charl Rivers — an* some IVe f ergot 
Oh* yesi an* a feller — 1*11 not tdl Am name! — 
Who has sence tried to climb tfie greased ladder o* fame; 
But they say he*s got stuck — sever \ miles from die topi — 
An* he used to make rhymes down at Hughes*s ol* shop! 

Down at Hughes*s ol* tiiopl When die midwinter sky 
Is as black as the ni(^t* an* the winds whisde by; 
When the giant oaks shiver an* shake in the blast* 
An* the*r moanin* coiiq>laint seems a voice from die past; 
Then the ghosts o* the days diat *re gone *pear to creq> 
From the dusty ol* shop M^iere diey*ve long been asleep; 
An* the*r tread is as h^t as the snowflakes diat drop 
On the Newton Ridge Road* down at Hughes*s ol* shopi 
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CAMPIN'jOUT. 



H I the people's aD *ist oa^ down to our place, an* my pa 

Ijows they ve got the ** campm*-fevar;** an* one day he says to ma: 
''Now, don*t you go git no hifalutin* noticxis in yer head, 
*Boiit diis campin*-out an* fishin*!** — *em*s the very woids he 

said! — 
''*Cause you*0 *ave a much more gooder time a-staym* here in town. 
Nan a-roastin* in tfie Inlin* sun, an* traipsm* up an* down 
The rivor, wiv a pack o* fools — an* gittin* sick, no doubt; 
For it*s all dadbum ton\foolery, is diis *ere campin*-outI** 

WeD, my ma went on a-sweepin*, *ist as if she didn*t heard — 
*Cause w*en pa gits on his tantrums, w*y she nevor says a word; 
But she kin* o* shooked an* chuckled, as she reached the kitchen shdf 
An* tooked down the brush an* dust-pan, an* she whiqpeied to 

herself: 
''I can see he's got die fever ; an* it wont be half a day 
Tin we*ll all be busy plannin* an* a-packin* to go way!** 
Sure enough *at ni^^t at siq;q)er, pa *ist come a-rushin* in. 
An* he hollered as he tucked his napkin undemeaf his chin: 

** Say! we*re goin* out a-campm*, Ktde woman! 1*11 be Uest 
If rO stay at home an* hustle, w*ile Jess Timms an* all the rest 
*Re a-loUin* roun* in shady tents, an* teDin* fairy tales 
*Boul the*r suckers big as sawlog^ an* die*r mudcats big as whales! 
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We'll 'ist pack our traps an' amble oS to cool an' quiet joys. 
An* we*U spen' a happy fortni^t wiv Jim Mellor an' the boys ; 
So you git the chil'em ready — here's a hiphmtoar an* shout 
Fer the blue ol' 'Skingum River, an' a time a campin*-out ! '* 

Oh I we went an' had the goodes' time at ever, ever was I 

Fer we waded in the water — ^'ist as everybody does. 

An' we ketched the bigges* fishes — mos' as long as my two ban's; 

An' my pa had his bait in a jug, the uzzer folks in camt 

Nen at night we all 'ist tumbled into one big sleepin' lent, 

An* my pa 'Id asl my ma if she wa'nt awful glad we went; 

Nen he'd *Iow *at way o* Uvin' was a sure cure fer the gout. — 

Say I we all 'ist had a lovely time w'cn we was campin*K)Ut 1 

*G)Urse the san' blowed in the butter — ^an' the skecters they was bad. 

An' they sometimes pestered pa's bal* head till he was fighdn* mad; 

Nen it rained one night, an' pa 'lowed 'at a reg'iar Noey's flood 

Come a-tearin* down ibe hillside — an' it filled our tent wiv mud I 

But we all 'ist had the ies/es' time *at ever, ever was, 

Fer the bloom was on the elders an the bees was on the buzz j 

An' my pa says 'at a feller is a good-fer-nothin* loutj 

*At *11 stay in town an' swelter — w'en he might be campin'-outi 
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EST along l)out now» while die sides *re Uue 
An* the winds *re soft an* the summer*s new, 
*S when 1 Eke to loll in the meddor-lot, 
*Fore the dew dries off an* the sun grows hot; 
With my face turned up an* my arms stretched out. 
An* the clover bloom an* the bees about — 
Till I lose myself an* my thoughts float free 
On the gau2y wings o* die bumble-bee! 

Oh! there aint no trouUe *at*s Ek^ to come 
Whore the clovar*s green an* the busy hum 
O* the bumble-bee, as he splits the air, 
Seems to rid a body of ev*ry care; 
Fer the mind gits lulled by his buzzin* din. 
Till the sense slips out an* the sleep slq>s in — 
An* the soothin*est sound m the world to me. 
Is the drowsy drone o* tfie bumble-bee! 

*Bout the first o* June — *r die last o* May, 
When the woods *re green an* die fields *re gay. 
Then I jest stretch out whtf e die sunlight spreads 
*Mong die danddi*ns an* die dovor-heads ; 
An* I listen there to that sing-song hum, 
Till my eyes go shet an* my brain gits numb — 
Fet die soothin*est music on earth to me 
k the sleepy drcme o* the bumble-beel 




'* Whefi the woods *« green an J 
thif jieUs Vc goM,'* 

P«m-THE BUMBLEBEE. 
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LOCK^TENDER JOHN. 

OWN on tKe bank o( the fair inland river, 

Stands tKe lone cottage o( Lock-Tendor John; 
*Round it die autumn winds whistle and shivar, 

0*er it the gray clouds sweep lazily on. 
Softly the clear waters murmur the story — 

Lovin{^y» Espin^^y telling it o*ar» 
Tin tfie guant sycamores, aged and hoaiy. 

Whisper and bend to the reeds on the shore. 

Htf e, in die years diat have glimmered and vanished- 

Ere the white cottage had gone to decay — 
Here, like a criminal ruthlessty banished, 

Dwdt the old lock-tender, wrinkled and gray. 
Whedier the dial marked midnight or moming. 

Whether the weather brought sunshine or ram, 
John's eager ears caught die boat-whisde*s warning — 

John's bony hands gripped die arm of the crane. 

Bright were his eyes as die ciystalHne bubbles 
Dancing away in the sun*s brij^test (^eam; 

Free was his mind from all sonows and troubles — 
Calm as the face of the swift-flowing stream; 
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Gmtf was bis voice as the kmd billows dashing 
Under the dam, at the base oi the rock; 

White was his hair as the creangr foam flashing — 
Staunch was his heart as the walls oi the lock. 

Seasons rolled by, and each year*s panorama 

Showed him more feeble, as scene foDowed scene; 
** Finis** — ai^)eared at tfie close of life*s drama — 

Only a few fleeting pictures between. 
One dreary ni{^t when the cloud-racks were flying. 

Racing Eke specters across the Uack sky — 
When the sad wind was complaining and sig^iing, 

John nesded down on his pallet, to die. 



There in die stiUness of midnight, unbrdcen 

Save by die tick of the dock on its shdf , 
Bieadiing a prajrer-Hhou^ die words were unqx>k 

J(^ closed accounts *twixt his God and himself; 
Then, breaking in Kke an echdng dieam-note — 

Drowning die voice of the querulous dock — 
Gune the f amt, faraway call of a steamboat. 

Saying : "' G>me, opea the gates of the lock !** 

Never by him had the summons been slij^tedl 
Tottering up from his couch, at the call. 

Pleading for strength, his dim lantern he fi^^ited — 
Then staggered down to the crane on die walL 




Form LOCK^TENDER JOHN 
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Slowty the grim gates swing open; and, smiling, 
Theie at his post die oM lock-tender died — 

Just as die gieat steamer rounded the piling, 
Passed throuj^ the gateway and floated insidel 



Down on the bank of the fair inland rivef , 

Stands the lone cottage of Lock-Tender John; 
*Roimd it the autumn winds whistle and shiver, 

O'er it the gray clouds sweep lazily on, . 
Sofdy the song-birds are telling the story — 

Trilling it forth from their hearts and their throats: 
** Angels swung open the bright gates of glory# * 

To him who had opened the gates for the boats f* 
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IN THAT OU TOBACKER^PATCH. 



JEST land o* fed so lonesome that 1 don't know vAiat to do^ 

When 1 think sbout them days we used to spend, 
A-hoein* out tobacker in the deaiin* — me an* you — 
An* a-wishin* that the day was at an end. 
Fer the dew-<lrops was a-q)arklin* on the beech*s tender leaves* 

As we started out a-worldn* in the mom; 
An* the noonday sun was sendin* down a show*r o* bumin* sheaves* 

When we heaid the wdcome-soundin* dinner horn; 
An* the shadders *round us gethered m a sort o* g^tly batch* 
*Fore we started home from workin* in that ol* tobacker-patcL 

^X^ the hoem* an* the tqppin* aO the summer days we spent. 

While the fleecy clouds was floatin* oveihead ; 
An* we scHuetimes stopped to laiy* with the tree-tops fer a tent* 

An* we stretched out with the mosses fer a bed. 
Then we*d talk about the dty with its glitter an* its noise* 

An* we*d wonder if the time *ld ever be* 
When ii;eVbe livin* in it — an* partaldn* of its joys — 

An* be rich as Croesus* you an* me. 
But the fox-tail grass was growin* *twixt the rows* as thick as thatch* 

So we had to keq> a-hoem* m that ol* tobacker-patch! 

When the sultry days was over an* the fall had come at last* 

An* the stnpjpin an* die stringin* was at hand; 
When die maple leaves was f allin* an* a-rustlin* in the blast 

An* die com was golden-yeller in the land; 




"In thai oV lobacktr patch" 
Poem -IN THAT OU TOBACKER PATCH. 
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Then we*(l start die roarin* fires m die yawiim\ mud-dobbed flues. 
That peeked out *neath the dry-house made o* logs; 

An* we*d set there m the night-tiine, watch the firdight*s changm* hues. 
An* listen to the baddn* o* the dogs. 

Then youd tell o* bears an* taggers — how they*d growl an* fight 
an* scratch I — 
Golly I how it made me shiver in that ol* tobacker-patchi 

Tm a-f eelin* mighly lonesome as I IocJl aroun* today, 

Fer I see the change that*s taken place sence then: — 
All the hills is brown an* faded, fer the woods is cleared away; 

You an* me has changed from ragged boys to men. 
You *re a-livin* in the dfy that we used to dream about, 

Fm still a-dwdlin* here upon the place ; 
But my form is bent an* feeble, that was once so straight an* stout. 

An* there*s most a thousan* wrinkles on my face. 
You *aye made a mint o* money;, I, pediaps, *ave be^ y*r match ; 

But we both enjoyed life better in diat ol* tobacker-patchi 
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JEST LAZYIN' ROUND. 

^LKS say that Fm Uzyl Fs bom 8o» I guess; 
Fer it worries me out, an* it gives me distress. 
Jest to see people work; an* I freely confess 
That I dont keer a cent if I never git rich. 
An* to see folks a-strivin*. 
An* pushin*, an* drivin*, 
Fer soap-bubble glory an* hcmor an* sich. 
Is the tiresomest sight diat I ever *ave found. 
W*y, a fdler*s more hxppy jest la^in* roundl 

Now ther* *s some things, I teD you, diat I like to do 
Well as any one does — but th^*re most precious fewl 
An* they*d likely seem idle an* worthless to you. 
Take, fer instance, a day in the fall o* the year. 

When die buckeyes *re fallin* 

An* blackbirds *re caUin* — 
Then FU work like a Turk, at my trade, never fear; 
Ocjospyuk a place on the leaf-Httered ground 
An* a-drinkin* in nature — jest la^m* round I 

When the autumn cracks open an* wmter pedu throu|^ 
When the momin*s *re bright an* the sides *re as blue 
As the vilets in May; w*y, its honestly true 
That FU labor fer hours — trampm* *round dirou(^ die com; 
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*R rn lazhurely foQer 

Some thicket-fined holler — 
Where the thin, whistfin* winds o* the winter *re bom; 
An* rn loiter an* dream as I feast on the sound, 
TiD I think Tm in heaven — jest la^in* round I 

People say that a feller can't be veiy bright, 

That *11 dream all the day an' then sleep all the night; 

Well, Fm no hand to argy, an' maybe they're right. 

But ther* *s one thing that's certain: — them people what try 

Fer to prove I'm demented. 

Jest *cause Tm contented, 
*Re a-schemin' an' plannin' fer rest i3?c-an*-Aj?c* 
Talk o* rest fer the weary I If ther' is, w'y I'm bound 
To have some of it now — jest la:^' round 1 
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nSHIN\ 

TAKE y r pole an* fishm^tackle 
Out upon that mossy ledge, 
Where the water hSlen an* bubbles 
Underneath the crumblm*edge; 
Watch the creamy foam a-floatin* 
Where the eddies flash an* gleam; 
Ketch the murmur o* the ripples — 
Like the music of a dream. 
Bait y*r hook an* cast it d^tly» 
Watch yer line» an* wait an* wish — 
But you mus*n*t git to sbearin\ 
*R youU never ketch no fish I 

See them rings around y*r doddler? 
That*s a sign you*ve got a bite; 
You can land that feller saf dy, 
If you only work *im right 
Wait until he starts a-nmnm* — 
There, you see, y*r bait is gonel 
*Taint no use to set a mc^* — 
Put another miimy oil 
Never jerk y*r line iq> till it 
Gives a wicked, hissin* swish — 
An* you mus*n*t do no swearing 
*R you*ll never ketch no fish I 




IVhere the wilier s lop their branches in the pool,** 
Pocm-FISHIN\ 



T!:i: Ni." '.i!:;K 
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Over jrander wheie die wiUers 
Lop theV branches in the pool. 
An* die waves is gently lappin* — 
Sort o* laiy-fike an* cool. 
Once I ketched the bigg^ mud-cat 
That you ever heerd about — 
*Tend y*r line, youve got a fish on! — 
Play *im easy — Iwring *im out! 
It*s a perch, a silver beautyl 
Won*t he make a famous dish? 
Ain*t you glad you done no suoearin — 
*Giuse you wouk]n*t ketched no fish I 
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THE PILGRIM. 

I 

AME a pilgrim once, to the Shores of Tune; 

And fair was his wee round face. 
With die wondrous fight of a sunny dime, 
While sweet was his voice as a vesper chime, 

And alert were his fimbs with grace — 

^th magic, winsome grace. 

Naught of wealth brou(^ he, in his own bduJf , 

From the deeps bdow or above; 
Neidier raiment, indeed, nor scrip nor statf , 
Just his hair of gold and his silver lau|^ 

And a i»nk palm holding love — 

The worthless bauUe, Icfpel 

IL 

Went this pilgrim once, from die Shores of lune; 

And worn was his face and old, 
'Wisk die mars and markings of moil and crime. 
And ringed with a halo of hoaiy rime. 

And his gracdess fimbs were cold — 

Were thin and stiff and cokL 
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Naught of wealdi bore he — nau^^ of raiment rare^ 

To the deeps bdow or above ; 
Long since he had lost the gold of his hair. 
And bartered his silver lau(^ for care» 

But his skinny hand hdd love — 

SbD clutched the bauble» looet 
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THE LESSON A WEE LAD TAUGHT. 

LITTLE MAX was a wee bonny crippled boy — 
A dear Htde laddie of five I — 
That Fate had dropped down in diis big wide wodd. 

And foigot him — and left him alive; 
Just left him alive» with a twisted s[Mne — 

In a garret all foul and hot! — 
^fAk a crust to gnaw, and a pallet of straw — 
Thu wee laddie diat Fate had foigot! 

And his wan mother sewed by his side all day, 

And sat by his side all night ; 
And she cooed to him once when he fretted soie, 

In an effort to make things right: 
** YouH soon be at rest with die angels, dear!** 

And her poor heart was like to burst 
^I dont want to get dead — *n* be an angell** he said; 

'"I just want to play some first!** 

He wanted to play I The dear, dear Ktde lad ! 

Ah, just God! And how can it be 
That children must drag die dull chains of disease. 

When they ought to be happy and free? 
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Great God, show us how to leUeve them. I piay — 

To strike off the shackles accunedl 
They don t want to go and be angels — no, no! 

Th^ just want to play some fiist I 

And, God — gracious God I — we re but children ounelvcs, 

But pitiful children, it seems ; 
With our games and out toys, and our frolic and noise, 

And our beautiful noonday dreams. 
So, God, ease the load on our backs, make the road 

A play-place for our feet — at die worst; 
We don t want to die and be angels on high — 

IVe jud want to play same first! 
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AFTER THE BATTLE. 



A 



RIDERLESS horse m the leafy lane. 
Goveied with foam, and the brokoi rein 

Trailing beneath his feet; 
A pale, ghastfy (ace in the wan moonlig^ 
Washed by the dews of the silent night. 

Free from the dust and heat 

A blood-stained coat — and a broken Uade 
Gr^)ped by a powder-grimed hand, diat laid 

Many a foeman low; 
A hoof-beaten field and a crimson sod 
Made where the Demon of Death has trod. 

Smiting both friad and foe. 

L' Ertifoy. 

A maidm leans far o*er her windowsill. 
Waiting and watching and longing, stiD 

Fearing the news to leam. 
The sounds of retreat swell the midnight air; 
l%e brushes a tear, as she utters a prayer 

For him who will not return! 
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A STRANGER IN THE TOWN. 

THERE*S a feller come to our house. 
An* I guess he*s come to stay ; 
*Giuse he*s took up board an* lodgm* 

An* he cloesn*t go away ; 
Seems to think he has a mortgage 

On the choicest an* the best» 
Ain*t content unless he*s gitdn* 

More attention than the rest 
He*s a mighty qnmky (eQer, 

An* has most a fearful fiown ; 
But his smOe is sweet as *lasses — 

He*s a stranger in the town. 

*Twas a dark an* stomiy evenin*, 

With the snow i:^n the ground 
An* the wind a blowin* shrilly, 

When this stranger come around; 
An* it made a big sensation 

*Mong the neighbors when th^ heard 
We had taka m a boarder; 

An* a scene like this occurred: 
Mrs. Jones run *crost the all^, 

Jest to say to Mrs. Brown: 
"'Have you heard the news, Matilda? 

Theie*s a stranger in our town!** 
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He*8 a bt an* funny feller; 

But his face is sort o* red. 
An* his inouth*s entirely toothless — 

Not a hair upon his heacL 
Oh! his eyes is bright as cli*monds. 

Yet no g^sses does he wear; 
An* his face is free from wrinkles 

As his head is free frcHn hair; 
So the girls from Hopkin*s C>mors, 

Whoi thqr happen to come down, 
Sav: "He*s jest too mortal charmin- 

He*s the nicest chap in townl ** 

WeD, he*s heea a-boardin* here now, 

Since the January past; 
An* he*s formed a friendship with us 

That Tm purty sure*D last 
Though he has his faults an* faifin*s 

An* he never pays a cent. 
Yet I think we*d raise objections 

If he packed his kit an* went; 
Fer we make a plaything of him — 

W*y, he*s cuter than a downl — 
An* he*s jest the sweetest bal^ 

That has ever come to townl 
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WHAT IS IT ALL ABOUT? 



I 



T*S mom — and the blare of trumpets. 

Or eve — and the drum-heat stout. 
From the bounds of birth to the bounds of death I 

And what Is it all about? 



To the fi(^t come the Sons of Men troo[Hng — 

Jostling in through the Gateway of Krth ; 
All alert with desire to take part in 

The mad warfare we wage here on Earth. 
Each expects to recount to his credit 

The grim ogres and giants he slew; 
But it*s gloryless death for the many — 

Deathless glory alone for the few I 



It's dawn — and the shrill reveille. 

Or dark — <^ ^^ P^^ ''lighb out, " 

From the bouruls of birth to the bounds of death I 
And what is it all about? 



To the battleground others — and others — 
G>me flocking; the strife waxes hot; 

Ev*ry brodier contends with his brothers, 
0*er die plunder diat falls to dieir lot 
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Tothehicky — tbebestof tbe booty. 
To the luckless — rebuke and rebuff; 

For the bvored — far more than is needful. 
For the others — far less than enough! 



It's noon — and the heat of battle. 

Or night — and the cMl of doubt. 
From the bounds of birth to the bounds of deathi 

And what is it all about? 



Thus the batde goes on — never ceasing; 

And the lout in his rags, and the lord 
In his raiment of vdvet and satin. 

Each receives recompense and reward. 
For the lord — but a brief hour of feasting. 

For the lout — but a struggle for bread; 
Each — a groove in die ranks of die Kving, 

And a grave in the ranks of the dead I 



It's strtfe — and the victor's chaplet. 

Or battle — defeat and rout. 
From the bounds of birth to the bounds of deathi 

And what is it all about? 



THE Ni:\v yoi;k 
PUBLIC LlIiUARY 



AST(tU, IJAUX AM) 
TILHt> ForNDATIUNS 




' Its byroads of green and Us highroads of gray. 
Poem -NEWTON RIDGE. 
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THE OLD NATIONAL ROAD. 

THE old National Road I What a play of romance 
Is called up by the name; and the shadows advance 
From their comers obscure at the back of the stage. 
And evolve into shapes — into scenes of an age 
Whose sweet graces wtf e too quaint and homely to last. 
And are gone with the roses and rue of the past I 
Let the bard, to the strains of his lyre, frame an ode 
To that Highway of Hope— the old National Road I 

Ftom the sweet-smelUng Maryland meadows it crawled. 
Through the forest primeval, o*er hills granite-waDed ; 
On and up, up and on, till it conquered the crest 
Of the mountains — and wound away into the West 
Twas the Highway of Hopel And the [nlgrims who trod 
It wtfe Lords of the Woodland and Sons of the Sod; 
And the hope of their hearts was to win an abode 
At the end — the far end of the National Road. 

The old National Road! It stretched on-^ever on. 
Toward that land where humanity's vanguard had gone; 
Past the ^Mring on the mountain, the riD in the dale — 
By the hut on the hillside, die inn in the vale. 
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And tbe beings it loved and the pec^le it knew 
Were untutored and jmniitiyey kindly and true; 
And the bee of the midsummtf sun ever glowed 
VE^th a smile for the faithful old National Road. 

From the foot of the mountains stiD westward it trailed. 
Till the foo^rints of settlement falttfed — and failed; 
Under skies diat wtf e blustering, skies diat were bland. 
Over turbulent streams diat no bridge had e*er spaimed 
But the Rainbow of Promise ; and ended its quest 
Whtfe the birds and the brooks of Ohio sang — ^''Rest*' 
^Equal chances and favors for aDi** was the code 
Of the open and honest old National Road. 

The old National Road! In the heat and the cold, 
Thtf e the emigrant's canvas-topped vehicle roQed ; 
*Twas a great C>nnestoga — its wheels groaning sore 
Of the joumey they made and the burden they bore. 
Uncomplaining, the lank oxea swaggered and swung, 
Under yoke, at the sides of the teetering tongue ; 
And the family cow, poor and patient, was towed 
At the end of a rope — down the National Road. 

FrcHn the dose^overed dq>ths of the big wagon-bed, 
Peqped out laddie and lassie and tiny towhead — 
Half-a-dozen, at least, for the pioneer's wife 
Thouf^ to people die land was a part of her life; 



SONGS FROM THB HBART OF THINGS. 188 



And th^ huddled and whiqpered, or clamored and ydled, 
At the noises thqr heard and the si^^ts they beheld, 
While the (adier and mother contentedly strode 
Toward their far-away home — down die National Road. 

The old National Road! Twas a broad avenue 

Leading strai^t to the wealth the West offered m lieu 

Of the barren reward the East promised to give — 

Grim compulsion to icSl and permission to live; 

So the gate of the mountains saw dunisands pass thiooght 

Bearing on» ever on, from the old to the new. 

And our best blood today is die red blood diat flowed 

In the veins of the Man of the National Road! 
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'LECTION NIGHT IN HOOPERTOWN. 



H 



O W a few familiar words 
Sometimes sets a (eller thinldn*! 
*Lection mf^X, in Hoopertown — 
Half-a-dozen lights a-bfinkm* 
In tbe winders grim an* tall 
Of the crazy ol* town haD; 
Outside, cold an* mud an* sleet, 
Shoutm* voices, tranqpin* feet 
Up an* down the village street; 
Inside, judges countin* out — 
One side grinnin*, t*other scowlin* 
As some drunken critter*s shout 
Sets die mob outside to howlin* ; 
While the ram comes pourm* down — 
*Lection night in Hoopertown I 



** Rqpublyldn ticket : Giarl^ Weaver, 
Samuel Farris, James McPeak, 
Amos Hutchins, Henry Deaver — ^** 
Runnin* Uke a Kghtnin* streak! 
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** Demmycrat ticket: Morris We8t» 
Thomas Judkins, WilHam Vest» 
Jesse Taylor, Perley Mast — ** 
Runnm* weD an* gainin* fast, 
Qiance o* beatin* out at lastl 
Ev*iytfaing as stiD as deadi, 
Demmycrats begm to figger; 
Rqniblykiiis jest hold their breath — 
Wishin* that theV lead was Ingger. 
Rain still keeps a pourin* down — 
*Lection ni(^t in Hoopertownl 

Half-past *leven — countin* stilll 
*Lection news a-comm* in 
From Poplar Ridge an* Cabinville — 
•• Ev*rything Rq>ublykin I ** 
How they whoop an* holler then — 
The McPeak an* Weaver men! 
Twdve o*clock — an* time fer bed — 
R^blykins chuck full o* dread, 
Demmycmts ten votes ahead! 
Outside m die sloppy night. 
Drum corps an* a band paradin* — 
or Man Parsons in a fight. 
Someone said he*d been a-tradin*. 
Still a rainin* right straight down — 
*Lection nij^t in Hoopertownl 
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Half-past one — an* coiintm* endedl 

News from Eaglq>ort got at — 

"" RecorcTs broke an* can*t be mendled, 

Ev*iytfamg*s gone DemmycratI** 

^Le*s go home an* git some rest^ 

*Lectecl even Mast an* Vest; 

Seems we ain*t a single crumb 

O* comfort — dam diat fife and drum. 

Wiskt tfaqr was in Idngdom-comel** 

Lights go out in all the winders, 

Stars peep out iq> in the sly — 

''Party's busted all to flinders, 

Resurrect *er by an* by I** 

An* the rain*s quit comin* down — 

*Lection nij^t in Hoopertownl 
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DR. JOHN GOODFELLOW— 
OFFICE UPSTAIRS/' 

OOFED o*er by the blue of the near- 
_ bendmg sky, 

I ^^Z_, And waDed in by the gray of grim 

mountain-peaks high, 
Bryson, a mountaineer*s village, 
stands stiff — 
y^^ With its front to the highway, its 
back to the diff ; 
A smithy it has, a postoffice, a store, 
A few humble dwellings — so much 

and no more. 
And lo! its inhalxtants simple and 
shy 
Live dose to the soil — and live dose to the sky. 

Many long years ago — fully a score, 
A stairway outside of the quaint village store 
Led straight to the bare dusky room just above — 
Like a highroad of hope to a haven of love; 
And down at the foot of that stairway there swung 
A battered old sign, and this message it flung 
To all who were burdened with ills or with cares: 
" Dr. John Goodfdlow — Office Up-Stairs/ 

" Dr. John GoodfeDow I ** Lowly was he — 

Out at the dbow and out at the knee; 

But though he was tousled and tatteied and old. 
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His sinews were steel and his heart was pure gold. 

Seldom a storm rdstered by in its might, 

But it found him abroad on the road — day or night; 

Never a tortuous trail, but it led 

To some sick woman's side or some little child's bed. 

** Office Up-Stairs I ** Ah, that smaO, dusty den 
Was the home of the saddest and gladdest of men I 
His thoughts were his children, his wife was the Wild — 
And his heart overflowed when in summer she smiled; 
No gold had he gathered, no gear had he won — 
His wealth was the mem*iy of noble deeds done; 
But he botded up gladness — and sold it in shares 
Signed : " Dr. John Goodf eDow — Office Up-Stairs.** 

He died — as the best and the worst of us must! — 
And his friends bore him out of the dusk and the dust 
Of his squalid surroundings, and laid him to rest 
In the lap of the Wild he had always loved best; 
Then they sold at vendue, as a matter of course. 
His meager effects, — his poor bony old horse. 
His black saddle-bags, his few books! — to defray 
The expenses incurred when they laid him away. 

Gone I Gone and forgotten I Ah, no — no I Instead 
As they loved him when living, they loved him when dead; 
And his grave must be marked, — though no tablet or stone 
Marked a single low mound of their blood or their own! 
But, untutored and crude, they were quite at a loss 
How to letter his name on the rude rugged cross 
At the head of his grave, — how to carve a scant line! — 
Till the thou|^ came to them of his battered old sign. 
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That battered oM signl Ah, they took it and nafled 
It high on that cross* but they stupidly failed 
To note that it served as a sign-boaid of love 
On the road leading straight up to heaven above I 
Inspired were they, but they knew it not then — 
Inspired of God, those poor primitive men I 
For that old sign armounced: — as the Scripture declares! — 
"Dr. John Goodfellow — Office Up-Stairsl^ 

So there in the heat of the midsunomer noon — 
And there in the chill of the midwinter moon. 
Marking the foot of the Ladder of Light 
That ends in the Land of Omnipotent Right, 
Swings that old sign — as in seasons of yore 
It swung at the side of Jim MillikenV store ; 
Still offering solace and answering prayVs: 
" Dr, John Goodfellow— Office Up-Stiars !" 
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THE PHYSICALjCULTURE FAD. 



w 



HEN oM Adam was weedm* the Garden of Eden — 

(Beg pardon for drof^ing the ""g;** 
But there's no use in bunting one*s brains out in hunting 

A rhyme diat u)ont rhyme» dont you see?) 
Eve was darning the stocking of Adam, and rocking 

The cradle. (I hold this a bet; 
Thou{^ the clerical coDege may daim that my knowledge 

b just the reverse of exact) 
And the primeval mother* and Gun and his brodier 

And even old Adam, the dad. 
Didn't deem it a duty to model their beauty 

A la physical-culture fad. 

But today — Heaven save usi — the kx>ks diat God gave us 

Are unsatisfactory quite ; 
And we raise an objection to form or complezion — 

And butt in to make matters right 
Sister, sweedieart, and mother outdo one another 

At fencing, massage — and aD diat ; 
Each one striving to get *er weak pomts modded better 

Than nature intended — diat*s flat 
And she f olllows the notion diat potion or lotion. 

Or powder or f acennask or pad. 
Used at vifjtA by the dreamer wiD prove a redeemer. 

It*s the physical-culture fad I 
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And tke big Sunday papers! Such wonderful capers 

Are cut by the maidens who show 
How to have winsome (aces, and marvdous graces. 

And wiDowy forms — doat you know, 
That the male bq)ed rages while turning the pages 

And throws down the sheet in disgust 
(Scornful woman, you doubt it> I know all about it ; 

You ve got to beEeve it — you must I ) 
Still there's no use in jerking one*s hair out, and woiking 

One*s self up — and swearing like mad. 
For Dame Fashion*s direction is : ^ Set your affection 

On the physicalnmlture fad I** 

So to just make the best of it just make a jest of it, 

Man — lay your wrath on die shelf; 
And permit your dear dove to imagine jKxiVlove to 

hidulge in the loWy yoursdf . 
Don*t attempt to prevent *er, but just supplement *er — 

And thus save your temper and breath; 
My dear friend, I have tried it! — when once you re astride it. 

You D ride the lean hobby to death. 
And you* 11 smfle till each wrinkle fades out m a twinkle 

Of mirth — and youll laugh like a lad; 
And for once youH be getting great good, I am betting — 

FrcHn die phy sical-cuhure fad I 
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THE LAW OF UFE. 

01 this is the law of Itfe: 
A song of peace, and a day of sirffe; 
A da^ of strife, and a song of peace — 
And the thunder of battles that never cease. 

And this is the law of Iffel 



From the morning gray of the farthest day, 

Down the centuries there has come — 
To the dash of arms, and the mad alarms 

Of trmi^>et and fife and drmn — 
This eternal truth: diat the War God*s ruth 

Is aldn to the fiercest hate; 
That Man, in the game, is as flax to flame — 

And the pitiful fool of fate! 

From the days forgot — and when time was not. 

And the first man stood alone — 
To the days of old when the barons bold 

Built their casdes of oak and stone, 
Then to drink and fight in a wild ddight 

Was the order of chui^ and state; 
And Man, in the game, was the moth in the flame — 

And the [Htiful fool of fate! 
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From the dajrs of old — to the days of gold 

That we modems so hig^ prize, 
Have the cries and groans and the sq^ and moans 

Of the dying assailed die sides; 
And to slave and fi{^t from mom till night — 

Is the rule of the wise and great; 
And Man, in the game, is as flax to flame — 

And the [Mtiful fool of fatel 

Yea, the War God quaffs oi our blood — and lauj^ 

At the modiers who give us hirdi; 
For his skull deck*d throne is the brawn and bone 

Of die strenuous sons of eardil 
And the months roD on — and the years are gone. 

Yet his passion does not abate; 
And Man, in the game, is the moth in the flame — 

And the jxtiful fool of fatel 



For this is the law of Itfe: 

A song of peace, and a day of strffe; 
A day of strife, and a song of peace — 
And the thunder of battles that neoer cease. 

And this is the law of Itfe! 
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GONE. 

GONQ And the beDs are tolling I 
Gonel And adown the street, 

To die muffled hum 

Of comet and dnmi^ 
Oxne a thousand shuffling feet 
Widi heads down bowed — and silent. 
They are bearing his pulsdess day. 

To die verdant sod 

In die acre of God 
On the hilltop near away 1 

Gonel And his vc»ce is silentl 
Gonel And his last foot-UI 

Has echoed and died 

On the farther side 
Of the future*s Chinese waL 
In the flush of the eady morning 
He cau{^t iqp his staff and pack. 

And set out alone 

For the great Unknown — 
*Long die oM foot-heaten trackl 
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Gonel And the batde*8 overl 
Gonel And the fi|^ is cIcHiel 

What matter the strife 

Of thisiestlessKfe— 
And whether he lost or W(m> 
Out throii{^ the narrow gateway 
He hurried witfi statf and pack. 

And set out alone 

Toward the great Unknown — 
Ijong the oM foot-beaten track! 
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DAN TUCKER. 



IS a summer night and a harvest moon, 

HHs an old-time country party; 
There are lusty lads in dieir heavy shoon. 

There are buxom lasses hearty; 
And the noise floats out through the open door, 

nil die night wind soft rejoices 
At die shuffling feet on the cabin floor, 

And the hum of meny voices. 

Oh I it's— 

" OV Dan Tucker's come to tcm^ 
Swingin' the ladies all aroun; 
First to the east an then to the west. 
An' then to the one that he loves best 
CU out o* the way fer oV Dan Tucker — 
He*s too late togUhb supper I '' 

Oh, the noon of ni{^t and die starry sides — 

Oh, the young hearts wildly beating! 
And die ruby lips and the shining eyes 

Are die old, old tale repeating ; 
And the misty moon, as it climbs die hiD 

Where the dewdrops glint and i^listen. 
Has a smile for the lon^ whippoorwiD 

That has quit his song to Uitau 
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And it's — 

**0r Dan Tucke/s come to town, 
Salutin the ladies up an* doom; 
First to the east an* then to the west. 
An then to the one that he Icfpes best 
fine the chorus loud an* hearty. 
An* we*ll *aoe a jopal party I " 

Oh! it's—" OF Dan Tucker* s come to town " 

To the tune of a squeaky fiddle, 
And— "5fl/aflh' the ladks allaroun* ** 

Is the bashful swain in die middle ; 
And— ''f^r^f to the east an* then to the west" 

How he claps his hands and dances, 
''An* then to the one that he loves best ** 

Does he turn his loving glances. 

For it's — 

''Apple dder, punkin pie — 
The gray cat kicked out the black cafs eye; 
Shanghai chickens grows so tall. 
Takes a weekftr ther eggs to fall! 
He^ Jim-a^long I Aint she a posy ? 
Hey, Jim-a-long, Jim-aAongJos^l 

As die pale moon dies in the distant west 

And the farm cock hurls his warning. 
As die i^tly fog at the wind's behest 

Shakes hands with the rosjr morning; 
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Then the K(^ fade out — and the flying feet 
That have danced tfirou{^ a night of pleasure. 

Cre^ home through the dust and the golden wheat, 
To the strain of the same old measurel 

Oh! it's — 

**0F Dan Tuckers come to loam, 
Salutin the ladies all aroun ; 
First to the north an then to the sotdb — 
Ar! then to the one with the sweetest vnoutbl 
Git out o the way fer oT Dan Tucker — 
Hes too late to git bis supper T 
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"Adown the glen at the foxes den,** 
Poem — WAR TIME OF THE YEAR. 
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WAR TIME OF THE YEAR. 
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ARKI The clnim*8 gnim beat» 
And the flying feet 
Of a host of routed solders 
In a hurried, hot retreat; 

Hark I The fif e*s fierce peal 
And the clash of steel, 
As the mad, contending forces 
Forward surge and backward red! 
There's die sullen smoke of batde 
In the ambient atmosphere. 
And a hoarse and husky ratde 
In the brawn throat of the year; 
While die pop of shell and cartridge 
Echoes over hill and dale — 
To the drumming of the partridge 
And the fifing of the quaill 

Seel The brown leaves all. 

At the martial call 
Of the North Wind, rush to batde— 
Reel and stagger to their fall; 

And the gray sides we^ 

At the growing heap 
Of vaUant braves enveloped 
In thdr robes of dreamless sleqpl 
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While the pale, contoitecL goiy 

Faces of the silent dead 

Tell die sad, heartbreaking stoiy 

Of the gloiy that is fled; 

And the pop of shell and cartridge 

Echoes over wood and vale — 

To the drumming of the partridge 

And the fifing of the quail! 



Ah I The timid hare — 

Prey to dark despair! — 
Sedcs her home within the crannies 
Of the hillside bleak and bare; 

And adown die glen. 

At die foxes* den. 
Are two sharp eyes watching, wond*ring 
At the cruelty of men! 
While the crow, with flap and flutter 
Of his vdvet ebon wing. 
Pauses long enough to utter 
Warning to each living thing. 
HadL ! The pop of shell and cartridge 
Borne iqx>n the passing gale — 
And the drumming of the partridge 
And the fifing of the quail! 
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THE HNAL TEST. 



HEN all is said and all is done, 

When all is lost or all is won — 
In spite of musty theory. 

Of purblind faith and vain conceit, 
Of barren creed and sophistry ; 

In spite of all — success, defeat, 
The Judge accords to worst and best. 
Impartial^, this final test: 

What hast thou done widi brawn and brain. 
To help the wodd to lose or gain 
An onward step? Canst reckon one 

Unselfish, brave or noble deed. 
That thou — nor countmg costi — hast dcMie 

To help a brother's crying need? 
Not what professed nor what believed — 
But what good thing hast thou achieved I 

Yea! what attempted — what achieved? 
Be not dismayed, be not decavedl 
The tinsel bauble ca//eJ success — 

The dross of wealth, the gloss of famel- 
That men throw up their hands to bless, 

Is but an empty breath — a name. 
Far better is one word that slips 
In blessing, from a beg|^*s HpsI 
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I hold to this: The loftiest soul. 
Of one great universal whole. 
Is but a weak and meager part; 

The lowliest, by impulse fired 
To worthy act of brain or heart, 

Is heaven-blessed and God-insfHred I — 
A bit of His most wondrous plan ; 
And each a clod — and each a mani 

The chosen few ! Prate not to me 

Of consecrated sanctity; 

Nor stifle me, nor hedge me round 

With puzzles algebraical. 
To prove that this is holy ground — 

nfis sinq>ly pharisaical! 
God*s heart of love is deep and wide — 
And each soul has a place inside I 

When all is said and all is done — 
The battle lost, the battle won! — 
In spite of ancient theory, 

Of purblind faith and fruitless quests 
Of threadbare creed and sophistry — 

In spite of all — this is the test: 
What hast thou done with brawn or brabt^ 
To help the world a step to gain I 
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